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Fate fits on theſe dark battlements, and frowns, 
And, as the portals open to receive me, _ 


Her voice, in ſullen echoes through the courts, 
Tells of a nameleſs deed. 
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*© Thus on the chill Lapponian's dreary land, 
For many a long month loſt in ſnow profound, 
When Sol from Cancer ſends the ſeaſons bland, 


And in their northern cave the ſtorms hath bound; 

From ſilent mountains, ſtraight with (ſtartling ſound, 

3 Torrents are hurl'd, green hills emerge, and lo, 

ö The trees with foliage, cliffs with flow'rs are crown'd 
Pure rills through vales of verdure warbling go | 
And wonder, love, and joy, the peaſant's hcart o'erflow.” 
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1 
4 SEVERAL of her ſucceeding days paſſed in 
= ſuſpenſe, for Ludovico could only learn from the 
8 ſoldiers, that there was a priſoner in the apartment,” 
deſcribed to him by Emily, and that HSA French 
man, whom they had taken in one of the Nr, 


miſhes, with a party of his countrymen. Durigg! +4 
this interval, Emily eſcaped the perſecutions of Be os. 


ini, and Verezzi, by confining herſelf to her . 
e apartment z 
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apartment; except that fometimes, in an evening, 
ſhe ventured to walk in the adjoining cortidex. 
Montoni appeared to reſpect his laſt promiſe, thou 

he had prophaned his firſt; for to his protection only 
could ſhe attribute her preſent repoſe; and in this 


the was now ſo ſecure, that ſhe did not with to leave 


the caſtle, till ſhe could obtain ſome certainty con- 
cerning Valancourt; for which ſhe waited, indeed, 
without any ſacrifice of her own comfort, ſince no 


circumſtance had occurred to make her eſcape pro- 
bable. | ; 


On the fourth day, Ludovico informed her, that 
he had hopes of being admitted to the preſence of 


the prifoner; it being the turn of a ſoldier, with 
whom he had been for ſome time familiar, to attend 
him on the following night. He was not deceived 


In his hope; for, under pretence of carrying in a 


pitcher of water, he entered the priſon, though his 
prudence having prevented him from telling the ſen- 


tinel the real motive of his vifit, he was obliged to 


make his conference with the priſoner a very ſhort one. 

Emily waited the reſult in her own, apartment, 
Ludovico having promiſed to accompany. Annette 
to the corridor, in the evening; where, after ſeve- 
ral hours impatiently counted, he arrived. Emily, 


Having then uttered the name of Valancqurt, could © if 
articulate no more, but heſitated. in trembling e- ; 


pectation. The Chevalier would not entruſt me 
with his name, Signora,“ replied Ludovico; “ but 
when I juſt mentioned yours, he ſeemed overwhelm- 
ed:with joy, though he was not ſo much ſurpriſed as 


1 expected.” Does he then remember me ?” the | 


exclaimed. a 


O! it is Monſ. Valancourt,” ſaid Annette, and 
looked impatiently at Ludovico, who underftgod. her 
look, and replied to Emily: Tes, lady, the Che- 
2 valier does, indeed, remember you, and, I am ſurc, 
if has a very great regard, 'T nad I made bold to 
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Ian rou had for him. He then enquired how you 
: 3 o know he was in the caftle, and whether you 
me to ſpeak to him. Tbe firſt queſtion I 


I not anſwer, but the fecond I did; and then he 


it went off into his ecſtafies again. | was afraid his 
joy would have betrayed. him to the ſentinel at the 


92 


But how does he look, Ladovice' interrupt 


ed Emily: © is he not melancholy and ill with this 
long confinement ?”—* Why, as to melancholy, I 
ſaw no ſymptom of -that, lady, while I was with 


him, for he ſeemed in the fineſt ſpirits I ever faw 


joy, 
well; 


any body in, in all my life. His countenance was all 


and, if one may % ae” from that, he was very 
but I did not aſk him.” „ Did he ſend me 


no meſſage i ?” ſaid Emily. 0 es, Signora, and 


his 


ſomething 'befides, replied Ludovico, who ſearched 


- 5 Surely, I have not loſt it,” added he. 
he Chevalier ſaid, he would have written, ma- 


dam, if he had pen and ink, and was going to bave 


ſent a very 2 


, when the ſentinel entered Os 
dre be had given me, this. * "i 
th a miniature from his boforn; 

with a trembling hand, and 


portrait of herſelf —the very 1 


Tess of mingled j joy and tenderneſs flowed ber 


288, 
lady, 


„ Tell your 


While Ludovico proceeded 
ſaw} the Chevalier, as he gave me the picture 


; that this has been my companion, and only ſolac 65 7 


in all my misfortunes. ' Lell her, that I have worn 


it ne 


xt my heart, and that I ſend it her as the pledge 


of an affection, which can never die; that I 8 7 
not part with it, but to her, for the wealth of wht if 
and that I now part with it, onl in the hope of foow 


25 


* 
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receiving it from her hands. Tell her Juſt then, 
18 * ſentine! came in, and the crear laid 
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140 | 
mo more; but he had before aſked me to contrizga) 
interview for him with you; and when I told 
how little hope I had of prevailing with the Fre 
to aſſiſt me, he ſaid, that was not, perhaps, of ſo 
much conſequence as | unagined, and bade me con- 1 
trive to bring back your anſwer, and he would in- 9 1 

. 


form me of more than he choſe to do then. So this, 
I think lady, is the whole of what paſſed.” - 
How, Ludovico, ſhall I reward you for your 
9 Vn '” ſaid Emily: © but, indeed, I do not now 
poſſeſs the means. When can you ſee the Cheva- 
wv lier again?” That is uncertain, Signora,“ replied 
be. It depends upon who ſtands guard next: 
there are not more than one or two among them, 
from whom I would dare to aſk admittance to the 
priſon- chamber.“ 

I need not bid you remember, Ludovico,“ re- 
Fumed Emily, „how very much intereſted I am in 
your ſeeing the Chevalier ſoon; and when you do 
Jo, tell him, that I have received the picture, and, 
with the ſentiments he he OE th I bave ſuf. 
fered much and till ſuffe then But 

| ſhall 1 tell him you will ſce Why ady Pad Elie. 
= . vico. © Moſt certainly I W ‚Rmm 7h. 
But when, Signora, and where e hh wuſt 
dec epend upon circumſtances, returned Emy. sene 
place, and the hour, muſt be regulated by his op- 
portunities. ; 2 | ed” 
As to the place, mademoiſelle,“ ſaid Annette, 
« there is no other place in the caſtle, beſides this 
corridor, where we can ſee him in ſafety, you know; 
and as ſor the hour, —it muſt be when all the Signors 
are alleep, if that ever happens!” Lou may men- 
tion theſe circumſtances to the Chevalier, Ludovico,” 
Jaid ſhe, checking the flippancy of Annette, and 
leave them to his judgment and opportunity. Tell 
Him, my heart is unchanged. But, above all, let 
Him ſee you again as ſoon as poſſible; and, Ludo- 
ico, I think it is needleſs to tell you 1 ſhall ge. 
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artziouſly Jook for yeu.“ Having then wiſhed her 
$ood night, Ludovico deſcended the ſtaircaſe, and 


ly retired to reſt, but not to ſleep, for joy now 


Fr 3 4 rendered her as wakeful, as ſhe had ever been from 


grief. Montoni and his caſtle had all vaniſhed from 
her mind, like the frightful viſion of a necromancer, 
and ſhe: wandered, once more, in fairy ſcenes of un- 
fading happineſs : | B 


ir; & As when, beneath the beam | 

Of ſummer moons, the diſtant woods among, . "» FR m7 4 
Or by ſome flood, all filver'd with the gleam, — = 9 
T r̃lbe ſoft embodied Fays thro! airy pothals ſtream.” << 


. 75 

A week elapſed, before Ludoviti 
the priſon; for the ſentinels, dummy 
were men, in whom he could natFonfide, and he 
feared to awaken curioſity, by aſng to:ke their | 
2 In this interval, he eommunicated to 

mily terrific reports of what was paſling in tile 
caſtle; of riots, quarrels, and of carouſals more 
alarming than either; while from ſome circumſtances, 
which he mentioned, the not only doubted, whether 
Montoni meant ever to releaſe ber, but greatly - 
feared that he had deſigns, concerning her, uch ax“ 
ſhe had formerly dreaded. Her name was frequently _ -. 
mentioned in the converſations, which Bertolini and 
Verezzi held together, and, at thoſe times,. they 
were frequently in contention. Montoni had let 
large ſums to Verezzi, ſo that there was a dreadful 3 
pollibility of his deſigning her to be a ſubſtitute for 3 
the debt; but as ſhe was ignorant, that he had 'Y 
merly encouraged the hopes of Bertolini alſo,” cam. 3 
cerning herfelf, after the latter had dong him - 25 
ſignal ſervice, ſhe knew not how to accu for theſe. 7 
contentions between Bertolini and Verte Te 
cauſe of them, however, appeared to be of Urte * 2 
conſequence, for ſhe thought ſhe ſaw deſtrühfgß =? 
proaching'irr many forms, and her entreaties e oY 
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dovico to contrive an eſcape and to ſee the priſoner 
again, were more urgent than ever. a= 
At length he informed her, that he had again 
viſited the Chevalier, who had directed him to con- 
fide in the guard of the priſon, from whom he bad 
already received ſome inſtances of kindneſs, and who 
had promiſed to permit his going into the caſtle for 
half an hour, on the enſuing night, when Montoni 
and his companions ſhould be engaged at their carou- 
ſals. This was kind, to be ſure,” added Ludo- 
vico: “ but Sebaftian knows he runs no riſque in 
tetting the Chevalier out, for, if he can get beyond 
the bars and iron doors of the caftle, he muſt be 
cunning indeed. But the Chevalier defired me, Sig- 
nora, to go to you immediately, and to beg you 
would allow him to viſit you, this night, if it was 
only for a moment, for that he could no longer live 
under the ſame roof, without ſceing you; the hour, 
he faid, he could not mention, for it muſt depend 
on circumſtances (juſt as you faid, Signora); and 
the place he defired you would appoint, as knowing 
*Wbich was the beſt for your own ſafety.” 
Emily was now ſo much agitated by the near 
proſpect of meeting Valancourt, that it was ſome 
time, before ſhe could give any anſwer to Ludovico, 
or conſider of the place of meeting; when ſhe did, 
- the ſaw none, that promifed fo much ſecurity, as 
the corridor, near her own apartment, which ſhe 
was checked from leaving, by the apprehenſion of 
meeting any of Montoni's gueſts, on their way to 
their rooms; and ſhe diſmiſſed the ſcruples, which 
delicacy oppoſed, now that a ſerious danger was to 
be aypided by encountering them. It was ſettled, 
therefore, that the Chevalier ſhould meet her in the 
corridor, at that hour of the night, which Ludo- 
vieo, who was to be upon the watch, ſhould judge 


ſafeſt: and Emily, as may be imagined, paſſed this 
interval in a tumult of hope and joy, anxiety and 
Fx impatience. 
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impatience. Never, ſince her reſidence in the caſtle, 


had ſhe watched, with ſo much pleaſure, the ſun 
ſet behind the mountains, and twilight ſhade, and 
darkneſs veil the ſcene, as on this evening. She 
counted the notes of the great clock, and liſtened to 
the ſteps of the ſentinels, as they changed the watch, 
only to rejoice, that another hour was gone. O, 
Valancourt !” ſaid ſhe, * after all I have ſuffered; 
after our long, long ſeparation, when I thought I 
ſhould never—neyer ſee you more—we are ſtill to 
meet again! O!] I have endured grief, and anxiety, 
and terror, and let me, then, not fink beneath this 


joy » Theſe were moments, when it was impoſli- 
dle for her to feel emotions of regret, or melancho- 
15 for any ordinary intereſts ;z—even the reflection, 
t 


at ſhe had reſigned the eſtates, which would have 
been a proviſion for herſelf and Valancourt for life, 
threw only a light and tranſient ſhade upon her {pi- 
rits. The idea of Valancourt, and that ſhe ſhoutd 
fee him ſo ſoon, alone occupied her heart. | 

At length the clock ſtruck twelve; ſhe opened 
the door to liſten, if any noife was in the caſtle, 
and heard only diſtant ſhouts of riot and laughter, 
echoed feebly along the gallery. She gueſſed, that 
the Signor and his gueſts were at the banquet. 
“ They are now engaged for the night,“ faid ſhes, 


0 and Valancourt will ſoon be here.“ Having ſoft- 


ly cloſed the door, ſhe paced the room with imps- 
tient ſteps, and often went to the eaſement. to hike 
for the lute ; but all was ſilent, and, her agitation 
every moment increaſing, ſhe was at length unable 
to ſupport herſelf, and fat down by the window. 
Annette, whom ſhe detained, was, in the mean time, 


as loquacious as uſual z but Emily heard feareely any 


thing ſhe ſaid, and having at length riſen tothe.cafe- 
ment, the diſtinguiſhed the chords of the lute, neck 


with an expreſſive hand, and then the voice, n 
 formerlylittened to, accompanied it. » Wi 
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% Now rifing love they fann'd, now pleafing dole 
They breath'd in tender muſings through the heart; 
And now a graver, ſacred ſtrain they ſtole, 
As when ſeraphic bands an hymn impart.” 


Emily wept in doubtful joy and tenderneſs; and, 
when the ſtrain ceaſed, ſhe conſidered it as a ſignal, 
that Valancourt was about to leave the priſon. Soon 
after, ſhe heard ſteps in the corridor ;—they were 
the light, quick ſteps of hope; ſhe could ſcarcely 
fupport herſelf, as they approached, but opening the 


_ -- door of the apartment, ſhe advanced to meet Valan- 
court, and in the next moment, ſunk in the arms of 


a ſtranger. His voice—his countenance inſtantly 
convinced her, and ſhe fainted away. 
On reviving, ſhe found herſelf ſupported by the 
ſtranger, who was watching over her recovery, with 
a countenance of ineffable tenderneſs and anxiety. 
She had no ſpirits for reply, or enquiry; ſhe aſked 
no queſtions, but burſt into tears, and diſengaged 
herſelf from bis arms; when the expreſſion of his 
countenance changed to ſurpriſe and diſappointment, 
and he turned to Ludovico, for an explanation; 
Annette foon gave the information, which Ludovico 
could not. Oh, fir!” ſaid ſhe, in a voice, in- 
terrupted with ſobs; O, fir! you are not the 
other Chevalier. We expected Monſieur Valan- 
court, but you are not he! O Ludovico! how 
could you deceive us fo? my poor lady will never 
recover it never!“ Tbe ſtranger, who now a 
peared much agitated, attempted to ſpeak, but his 
words faltered; and then ſtriking his hand againſt 
his forehead, as if in ſudden deſpair, he walked 
abruptly to the other end of the corridor. | 
Suddenly, Annette dried her tears, and ſpoke to 
Ludovico. But, perhaps,” ſaid ſhe, ©& after all, 
the other Chevalier 1s not this: perhaps the Cheva- 
lier Valancourt is ſtill below.” Emily raifed her 


; | head, 60 No,” replied Ludovico, " Geur Va- 


. £ 0 


— 


lancourt 


— 
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lancourt never was below, if this gentleman is not 
he.“ © If you, br,” ſaid Ludovico, addreſſing the 
ſtranger, © would but have had the goodneſs to truſt 
me with your name, this miſtake had been avoided.” 


% Moſt true,“ replied the ſtranger, ſpeaking in 


broken Italian, „but it was of the utmoſt conſe- 
quence to me, that my name ſhould be concealed 
_ Montoni- Madam,” added he. then, addreſs 
ſing Emily in French, “ will you permit me to apo- 
logize for the pain I have occaſioned you, and to 
explain to you alone my name, and the circumſtance, . 


which has led me into this error? I am of France; 


l am your countryman ;—we are met in a foreign 
land.” Emily tried to compoſe her ſpirits; yet he 
heſitated to grant his requeſt. - At length, defiring, 
that Ludovico would wait on the- ſtaircaſe, and de- 
taining Annette, ſhe told the ſtranger; that her wo» 


man. underſtopd very little Italian, and begged he 


would communicate what he wiſhed to ſay, in that 
language, —Having: withdrawn, to a-diſtanti part of 
the corridor, he ſaid, with a long-drawn-ſigh, “ You, 
madam, are no ſtranger to me, though Jam fo un- 


happy as to be unknown. to you. —My name is Du 


Pont; I am of France, of Gaſcony, your native 
province, and have long admired,---and,.-why ſhould : 
| affect. to diſguiſe it? have long loved you.“ He 
pauſed, but, in the next moment, proceeded; « My 


family, madam, is probably not unknown to yaw, - 


for we lived within a few miles of La Vallée, and 
I have, ſometimes, had the happineſs of, meeting” 
you, on viſits in the. neighbourhood. I willinet 


offend you by repeating how much you intereltet” 


me; how much I loved to wander in the ſcenes you : 
frequented; how often I viſited your favourite Fu 


houſe, and lamented the circumſtance, which, at * 2 | 


that time, forbade me to reveal my paſſion, Þ wilt - 


Fg . # - "oF * 
- — 
4 - Es . J. . 
* 592 2 
— . 4 
92 wy, 


as to me ix . 


1 5 ** 
eſtimable z . 
SR aa. RS. 
© — *% . Fa 47. 
/ . 


*. ws" 
- 7 
. 


4% 


| Hot explain how I ſurrendered to temptation, aug => 
came poſſeſſed of a treaſure, which w 
3 | 3 


> 


Self honoured by youtf good opinion, but“ 


e 


eſtimable; a treaſure, which I committed to your 
meſſenger, a few days ago, with expectations v 
different from my prefent ones. I will fay nothi 
of theſe circumſtances, for I know they will avail 
me littlez let me only ſupplicate from you forgive- 
neſs, and the picture, which I fo unwarily returned. 
Your generoſity will pardon the theft, and reftore 
the prize. My crime has been my puniſhment z for 
the portrait I ſtole has contributed to nouriſh a paſ- 
Gon, which muſt ſtill be my torment.” 

Emily now interrupted him. I think, fir, I may 
leave 1t to your integrity to determine, whether, 


after what has juſt appeared, concerning Monf. Va- 


hncourt, I ought to return the picture. | think 
you will acknowledge, that this would not be gene- 


roſity; and you will allow me to add, that it would 


We doing myſelf an injuſtice. I muſt conſider my- 


and - the heſitated,---"' the miſtake of this evening 


makes it unneceffary for me to ſay more.“ 


„ Tt does, madam,---alas! it does!” ſard the 


" ranger, who, after a long pauſe, proceeded.--- 


„But eu will allow me to ſhew my diſintere 


neſs, though not my love, and will accept the fer. 


vices I offer. Yet, alas! what ſervices can I offer ? 
F am myſelf a priſoner, a fufferer, like you. Bur, 


© Hear as liberty is to me, I would not ſeek it through 
alt the hazards 1 would encounter to deliver you 


From: this reeefs of vice. Accept the offered ſervices 


"of a friend; do not refuſe me the reward of having, 


atleaſt, attempted to deſerve your thanks.” 


* 


© You deſerve them already, fir,” ſaid Emily; 


te will deſerves my warmeft thanks. But you 
- ill exeuſe me for reminding you of the danger you 
jingur by prolonging this interview. It will be a 
great conſolation to me to remember, whether your - 


nendly attempts to releaſe me fucceed or not; that 
I have x countryman, who would ſo generouſly _ 


oo 
© 


| 4g « and to applaud myſelf 


(#7) 

tet me.”---Monheur-Du Pont took her hand, which 

® ſhe but feebly attempted to withdraw, and preſſed 

it reſpectfully to his lips. Allow me to breathe 

"> another- fervent ſigh for . happineſs, ſaid he, 
0 


| r an affection, which 1 
cannot conquer.” As he ſaid this, Emily heard a 
noiſe from her apartment, and, turning round, ſaw 
the door from the ſtair-caſe open, and a man ruſh 
into her chamber. I will teach you to conquer 


it,“ eried he, as he advanced into the corridor, and 
drew a ſtiletto, which he aimed at Du Pont, Who 


was unarmed, but who, ſtepping back, avoided: 


the blow, and then ſprung upon Verezzi, from” 


whom he wrenched the ſtiletto. While they firug- 
gled in each other's graſp, Emily, followed by An- 


nette, ran further into the corridor, calling on Lu- 


dovico, who was, however, gone from the ſtaircaſe; - 
| | bed and uncertain what 
to do; a diftant noiſe, that ſeemed to ariſe from the 
hall, reminded her of the danger ſhe was incurring; 
and, ſending Annette forward in fearch of Ludovico; 
ſhe returned to the ſpot where Du Pont and Verena | 
were ſtill ſtruggling for victory. It was her o., 
cauſe which was to be decided with that of the 


and; as ſhe advanced, terri 


former, whole conduct, independently of this gr. 
cumſtance, would, however, have intereſted her 
in his ſucceſs, even had ſhe not diſliked and dreaded 


length, Du Pont forced Verezzi to the floot, where 
he lay ſtunned by the violence of his fall; and he 


then entreated Du Pont to eſcape from the rom, 
before Montoni, or his party, ſhould appeary. bait 


he. ſtill refufed to leave her unprotecte; amd, © 
he Emily, now more terrified for him, than fot 
f . enforced the entreaty, they heard ſteps 
fo wir thre private ſtaix· caſe. N en 
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Verezzi. She threw herſelf in a chair, and ſup-- 
plicated them to deſiſt from further violence, till, at - - 
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O you are Joſt !” cried ſhe, © theſe are Monto- 
ni's people.” Du Pont made no reply, but ſup- 
ported Emily, while, with a ſteady, though eager, 
countenance, he awaited their appearance, and, in 
the next moment, Ludovico, alone, mounted the 
landing-place. "Throwing an haſty glance round the 
chamber, Follow me,” ſaid he, “as you value 
your lives; we have not an inſtant to loſe !” 

Emily enquired what had occurred, and whither 
they were to go? 1 be” 
1 cannot ſtay to tell you now, Signora, re 
plied Ludovico: “ fly! fly!“ | "0 

She immediately followed him, accompanied by * 
Moenſ. Du Pont, down the ſtair-caſe, and along a 
vaulted - paſſage, when ſuddenly the recollected An- | 
nette, and enquired for her. She awaits us fur- 
ther on, Signora, ſaid Ludovico, almoſt breath- 
leſs with haſte; * the gates were open, a moment 
ſince, to a party juſt come in from the mountains: 
they will be ſhut, Ifear, before we can reach them! 
"Through this door, Signora,“ added Ludovico, 
Holding don the lamp, take care, here are two 
Reps | 
| "Emil followed, trembling {till more, than before 
mme had-underſtood, that her eſcape from the eaſtle 
. depended upon the preſent moment; while Du Pont 
fupported ber, and endęavoured, as they paſſed . 
along, to cheer her ſpirits. bo 
Speak low, Signor,“ faid Ludovico, „ theſe 
paflages ſend echoes all round the caſtle.” «wh 
eie care of the light,” cried Emily, “ you 
ges lat; that the air will extinguiſh it.” | 
Tugerico now opened another door, where they 
found Allmette, and the party then deſcended a ſhort 
flight of Reps into a paſſage, which, Ludovico ſaid, 
led round the inner court of the caſtle, and opened 
into the outer one. As they advanced, confuſed. 
and tumultuous ſoungs, chat ſeemed to come ram 
AT | the 
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wee inner court, alarmed Emily, Nay, Signora, Ml 
RE ſaid Ludovico, “our only hope is in that tumult; 0 
” while the Signor's people are buſied about the men, 
who are juſt arrived, we may perhaps, paſs unno- 
"3X ticed through the gates But buſh !” he added, as 
they approached the ſmall door, that opened into 
the outer court, © if you will remain here a mo- 
ment, I will go to ſee whether the gates are open, 
and any body is in the way. Pray extinguiſh the 
light, Signor, if. you hear me talking, continued: 
Ludovico, delivering the lamp to Du Font. « and 
:nremain quite ſtill.C ne”. 
Saying this, he ſtepped out upon the court, and” 
they lofed the door, liſtening anxiouſly to his de- 
parting ſteps. No voice however was heard at-the. 
court, which he was croſſing, though a confuſion 
of many voices yet iſſued from the inner one. We 
hall ſoon be beyond the walls,” ſaid Du Pont ſoftly. 
to Emily, “ ſupport yourſelf a little e 
Madam, and all will be well.“ 

But ſoon they heard Ludovico ſpeaking loud, and _ 
the voice alſo of ſome other perſon, and Du Pont 
immediately extinguiſhed the lamp. © Ab! it is 
too late!“ exclaimed Emily, © what is to back 
of us?” They liſtened again, and then perceived, 
that Ludovico was talking with a ſentinel, whoſe 
voices were heard alſo by Emily's favourite dog that __ 
had followed them from the chamber, and now 
barked loudly. * "This dog will betray us!” fad 
Du Pont, I will hold bim. fear he has already 
betrayed us!” replied Emily. Du Pont, however, 
caught him up, and, again liſtening to what was 
going on without, they heard Ludovico fay, © Pit 

the gates the while.” | 

„% Stay a minute,” replied the ſentinied, « and mY 
oy need not have the trouble, for the horſes wilt 

ſent round to the outer ſtables, and then CY 
| gan will be ſhut, al I AO 5 
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| dot Kind the trouble, comrade,” faid I. udovico, 


& you will do ſuch another good turn for me ſome 
time. Go—go, and fetch the wine; the rogues, 
that are juſt come in, will drink it all elſe.” - 


Tube ſoldier hefitated, and then called aloud to te 
people in the ſecond court, to know why they did 


not ſend out the horſes, that the gates might be ſhut; 


but they were too much engaged, to attend to him 


even if they had heard his voice. 
2 ry aye, ” faid Ludovico, „ they know better 
than that; they are ſharing it all keg them ; if 
ou wait till the horſes * out, you muſt Wait 
the wine is drank. I have had my ſhare already, 


| but, fince you do not care about your's, I fee no 


reaſon why I ſhould not have that too.“ 

Hold, hold, not fo faſt,” cried the ſentinel, t do 
watch them for a moment: Pl be with you pre- 
ſently.“ 

66 Hort hurry yourſelf,” ſaid Ludovico, coolly, 
J have kept guard before now. But you may 
teave me your * trombone, that, if the caſtle ſhould 
be attacked you know, I may be able to defend the 
paſs like a 

% There, »y good fellow,” returned the ſoldier, 


| ce there, take it—it has feen ſervice, though it could 


go little in defending the caſtle. Pl tell Jou a good 

ſtory, though, about this ſame trombone 

% You'lt tell it better when have had the 

Vine, faid Ludovico. There ! they are coming 

out from the court already.” 

% I have the wine, though,” ſaid the ſentinel, 

running off. I won't keep you a minute.” 
Take your time, I am in no haſte? replied Lu- 


dovico, who was already Hurrying acroſs the court, 


when the foldier came back. Whither fo faſt, 
3 ſo faſt ? faid the latter. & What! 


8 * A kin! eee. 
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„ dis the way you keep watch? J muſt ſtand to my 
q bad 44 : 75 0 5 
p W poſt myſelf, | fee. a 2 
„Aye, well,” replied Ludovico, © you have ſaved 
me the trouble of following you further, for I wanted 
eee s tell you, if you have a mind to drink the Tufcany 
XX wine, muſt go to Sebaſtian, he is dealing it out 
te other that Frederico has, is not worth having. 


But you are not likely to have any, I fee; for they 
are all coming out.” IEEE | 
„% By St. Peter ſo they are,” ſaid the ſoldier, 

and again ran off, white Ludovieo, once more at li- 
berty, haftened to the door of 'the paſſage, where 
Emily was ſinking under the anxiety this long diſ- 
courſe had occafioned ; but on his telling them the 
court was clear, they followed him to the gates, with- 
out waiting another inftant, yet not before he had 
feized two horſes, that had frayed from the ſecond: 
court, and were picking a ſcanty meal among the 
grafs, which grew between the pavement of the firft;. - 
They paſted without interruption, the dr | 
gates, and took the road that led down among. the 
woods, Emily, Monſieur Du Pont and Annette on 
foot, and Ludovico, who was mounted on one horſe, 
leading the other. Having reached them, th 


ſtopped, while Emily and, Annette were. placed pe 4 
horſeback with their two protectors, when Ludovico © *% 
leading the way, they fet off as faſt as the brenn 
road and the feeble light, which a riſing moon Mii 4 
among the foliage, would permit. HOWE 4 
Emily was fo much aſtoniſhed by this dden 1 


parture, that, ſhe fearcely dared to helieve berſef 
awake; and ſhe yet much doubted whether this adz. 
venture would terminate in eſcape{—a doubt Wi 
had too mach probability to juſtify it; for, before 
they quitted the woods, they heard outs in the £4 
and, on emerging from them, ſaw ig, 


ma quickly near the caſtle above.” DH,, 
pes bis horſe, and with fome | e 
ed bim to go faſter. 3 If 
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« Ah! poor beaſt,” ſaid Ludovico, „ he is 
weary enough; he has been out all day; but, Sig- 
nor, we muſt iy for it, now; for yonder are the 
lighis coming this way.” | 1 
Having given his own horſe a laſh, they now * 
both ſet off on a full gallop; and, when they again 
looked back, the lights were ſo diſtant as ſcarcely to be ; | 
diſcerned, and the voices were ſunk into filence. 0 

The travellers then abated their pace, and, con- 
ſulting whither they ſhould direct their courſe, it 
was determined they ſhould deſcend into Tuſcany, bs 
and endeavour to reach the Mediterranean, where 
they could readily embark for France. Thither Ou 
Pont meant to attend Emily, if he ſhould learn, "IL 

that the regiment he had accompanied into. Italy, 

was returned to his native country. 

bey were now in the road; which Emily had 
travelled with Ugo and Bertrand; but Ludovico, 
who was the only one of the party acquainted with 
the paſſes of theſe mountains, ſaid, that, a little 

Further on, a bye-road, branching from this, would 

lead them. down into Tuſcany. with very little diffi- 

cultyz and that at a few leagues diſtance, was a 

Fall town, where neceſſaries could be procured for 

their journey- 8 

4: But, I hope,” added he, “ we ſhall meet with 

no ſtraggling parties of banditti; ſome of them 

gte abroad I know, However, 1 have got a good 
trombone, which will be of ſome ſervice, if we 
ſhould encounter any of thoſe brave ſpiri's. You 

Have no arms, Signor?“ © Yes,” replied Du Pont, 

„ have the villain's ſtiletto, who. would have 

Nabbed me but let us rejoice in our eſcape from 

Udolpho,- nor. torment ourſelves with looking out 

far dangers,” that may never arrive.” ; 

The moon was now riſen high over the woods, 

that hung upon the ſides of the narrow glen 

\.. through which they wandered, and afforded. t — 1 

A 


WT light ſufficient to diſtinguiſn their way, and to avoid 

the looſe and broken ſtones, that frequently eroſſed 
it. They now travelled leiſurely, and in profound 
pelence; for they. had ſcarcely yet recovered from. 
the aſtoniſhment, into which this ſudden eſcape had 
thrown them. <—Emily's mind eſpecially was funk, 
after the various emotions it. had ſuffered, into a 
kind of muſing ſtillneſs, which the repoſing beauty 
XX of the ſurrounding ſcene and of the creeping mur- 
mur of the Eons among the foliage above 
contributed to prolong. She thought of Valancourt 


of this evening harraſſed her ſpirits too much, to- 


LY while, Emily was alone the object of Du Pont's 
by | fngle word. Annette thought of this wonderful 


WS which t | 
for poverty ſne did not confider ſuch. Ludovico, 
on his part, congratulated himſelf, on having reſcued” - 3 


| on the freedom he had given to Monſieur Du Pont; 


and of France, with hope, and ſhe would have 
thought of them with joy, had not the firſt events 


permit her own to feel ſo lively a ſenſation. Mean- 


melancholy conſideration; yet, with the deſponden- 
cy he ſuffered, as he muſed on his recent diſappoint- 
ment, was mingled a ſweet pleaſure, occaſioned: by 
her preſence, though they. did not now exchange a 


eſcape, of the buſtle in which. Montoni and his peo 
ple muſt be, now that their flight was diſcovered ; 
of their native country, whither ſhe. hoped ſhe Was 
returning, and of her marriage with Ludovico, to 

ere no longer appeared any impediment, 


bis Annette and Signora Emily from the danger, 
that had ſurrounded them; on his own liberation 
from people, whoſe mannefs he bad long deteſtedꝰ?ꝰ? 


on his proſpect of happineſs with the object of his 
affections, and not a little on the addreſs, Wing 
which he had deceived the ſentinel, and conducted - | 
ei Ir. 

Thus variouſly engaged in thought, the traveller“? 
paſſed on filently, for above an hour, a a6 . «6 
. | * . 


* 7 
E 
= p 
* 
— * 


OM (18) 
buli being, now and then, aſked by Du Pont, con» 


ſentinel, who had enabled him occaſionally to leave 


bad only to proceed and dare the future; and they 


and then excluded the moon-light ; is 
ſolate, that they appeared on the firſt glance, as if 


the road, in which the party were, did but ſlightly 


certing the road, or a remark uttered by Annette, 
reſpecting objects feen imperfectly in the twilight. 
At length, lights were perceived twinkling on the 
fide of a mountain, and Ludovico had no doubt, 
that they proceeded from the town he had menti- 
oned, while his companions, ſatisfied by this aſſur= 
ance, funk again into ſilence. Annette was the firſt 
who interrupted this. Holy Peter!“ ſaid ſhe, 
What ſhall we do for money on our journey? for | 
I know neither I, or lady, have a nk ſequin; Wa 
the Signor took care of that!“ 13 hel 
This remark produced a ſerious enquiry, which 
ended in a ſerious embarraſſment, for Du ont had 
been rifled of nearly all his money, when be was 
taken priſoner 3 the remainder he had given to the 
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his priſon chamber; and Ludovico, who had for 
fome time found a difficulty, in procuring any part 
of the wages due to him, had now ſcarcely caſh 
ſufficient to procure neceſſary refreſhment at the 
firſt town in which they ſhould arrive. 3 
| — 1 N the more diſtreſſing, ſince, it 

Id detain them among the mountains, where, 
even in a town, they could ſcarcely conſider them- 
ſelves ſafe from Montoni. The travellers, however, 


continued their way through lonely wilds and duſky 
vallies, where the overhanging foliage now admitted, 
wilds fo de- 


no human being had ever trode them before. Even 


contradict this error, for the high graſs and other 
kaxuriant vegetation, with which it was overgrown 
told bow very ſeldom the foot of a traveller bad 
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ww tinkling of a ſheep-bell ; and, foon after, the bleat 
pf flocks, and the party then knew they were near 


ome human habitation, for the light which Ludo- 


1 
- g * 


peen concealed by intervening mountains. Cheered 
* by this hope they quickened their pace along the 
on thoſe paſtoral yallies of the Apennines, which 
might be painted for a ſcene of Arcadia, and whoſe 
beauty and ſimplicity are finely contraſted by the 
=X grandeur of the ſnow-topt mountains above. 


The morning light, now glimmering in ne” . 


WE :on, ſhewed faintly, at a little diſtance, updFthe 
XZ brow of a hill, which ſeemed to peep from - under 
the opening eye-lids of the morn,” the town they 
were in ſearch of, and which they ſoon "after. 
they there found a houſe which could afford ſhelter 
WE for themſelves and their horſes: and Emily deſired 
= they might not reſt longer than was neceffary for 
== refreſhment. Her a rance excited ſome fur- 
= priſe; for ſhe was without a hat, having bad time 
only to throw on her veil before ſhe left the eaſtle, 
ga a circumſtance, that compelled her to regret again 
the want of money, without which it was impoſſi- 
ble to procure this neceſſary article of dreſs.” 


Pont, at length, ventured to inform the landlord, 
whoſe countenance was ſimple and honeſt, of their 
exact ſituation, and requeſted that he would At 


W when be learned that they were priſoners eſcaping 
from Montoni, whom he had too much reafon- to 
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At length, from a diſtance was heard the faint 


pico had fancied to proceed from a town, had 3%. 


narrow paſs they were winding, and it opened up- 


7 reached. It was not without ſome 5 that 


Ludovico, on examining his purſe, found it eren 
inſufficient to ſupply preſent refreſhment, and Ba 


them to purſue their journey; a purpoſe, which he 
promiſed to comply with; as far as he was able, 


hate,” But, though he conſented to lend them fre 
horſes to carry them to the next town, he was 6 3 
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poor himſelf to truſt them with money, and they 
were again lamenting their poverty, when Ludo- 
vico, who had been with his tired horſes to the 
hovel, which ſerved for a ſtable, entered the room, 
half frantic with joy, in which his auditors ſoon 
participated. On removing the ſaddle from one of 
his horſes, he had found beneath it a ſmall bag, 
containing, no doubt, the booty of one of the con- 
dettieri, who had returned from a plundering ex- 
curſion, juſt before Ludovico left the caſtle, and 
whole horſe having ſtrayed from the inner court, 
while his maſter was engaged in drinking, had 
brought away the treaſure, which the rufhan had 
conſidered the reward of his exploit. PAS obs 
On counting over this Du Pont found, that it 
would be more than ſufficient to carry them all to 
France, where he now determined to accompany 
Emily, whether he ſhould obtain intelligence of his 
regiment, or not: for, though he had as much 
confidence in the integrity of Ludovico, as his 
ſmall knowledge of him allowed, he could not en- 
dure the thought of committing her to his care for 
the dee nor, perhaps, had he reſolution enouga 
to deny bimſelf the dangerous pleaſure, which he 
might derive from her preſence. 

He now conſulted them, concerning the ſea-port- 
to Which they ſhould direct their way, and Ludo- 
vico, better informed of the geography of the coun- 
try, laid, that Leghorn was the neareſt port of con- 

quence, which Du Pont knew alſo to be the moſt 
Mei of any in Italy to aſſiſt their plans, ſince from 
thence veſſels of all nations were continually depart- 
ing. Thither, therefore, it was determined, that 
they ſhould proceed. Fe Wnt 
Emily, having purchaſed a little ſtraw hat, ſuch as 
Was worn by the peaſant girls of Tuſcany, and fome 
ther little e equipments for the journey, and 

the travellers, having. exchanged their tired * 
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Lor others better able to carry them, recommenced 


1 their joyous way, as the ſun was riſing over the 
* fic coun and, aſter travelling through this roman- 


tic country, for ſeveral hours, began to deſcend into 
he vale of Arno. And here Emily beheld all the 
charms of ſylvan and paſtoral landſcape united, 
adorned with the elegant villas of the Florentine 
nobles, and diverſified with the various riches of cul- 
= tivation. How vivid the ſhrubs, that embowered the 
XX flopes, with the woods, that ſtretched amphithea- 
trically along the mountains ! and, above all, how 
WE clegant the outline of theſe waving Apennines, now 
ſoftening from the wildneſs, which their interior re- 
gions exhibited ! At a diſtance, in the eaſt, Emily * 
diſcovered Florence, with its towers rifing on the = 
brilliant horizon, and its luxuriant plain, fpreading- 
to the feet of the Apennines, ſpeckled with gars 
dens and magnificent villas, or colouret with proves ' 
of orange and lemon, with vines, corn, and planta- 
tions of olives and mulberry; while, to the weſt, 
the vale opened to the waters of the Mediterranean, 
ſo diſtant, that they were known only by a bluiſh 
line, that appeared upon the horizon, and by the 
light marine vapqur, which juſt ſtained the æther 
above. A Web s 
= With a full heart, Emily hailed the waves, that 
WF were to bear her back to her native country, the re 
membrance of which, however, brought with it a 
pang; for ſhe had there no home to receive, no pa. 
vents to welcome her, but was going, like a forlorn 
pilgrim, to weep over the ſad ſpot, where he, who 
WF was her father, lay interred. Nor were her ſpirits 
= cheered,” when ſhe conſidered how long it would _- 
probably be before ſhe ſhould ſee Valancourt, W 
micht be ſtationed with his regiment in à diſtaſt 
= part of France, and that, when they did meet, it” 
would be only to lament the ſucceſsful villany of. . 7 
Montoni; yet ſtill ſhe would have felt inexpreſihfe 
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delight at the thought of being once more in the 
fame country with Valancourt, had it even been 
certain, that ſhe could not ſee him. 4 
The intenſe heat, for it was now noon, obliged te 
travellers to look out for a ſhady receſs, where they © 
might reſt, for a few hours, and the neighbouring 
thickets abounding with wild grapes, raſberries, 
and figs, promiſed them grateful refreſhment. Soon 
after, they turned from the road into a grove, 
whole thick foliage entirely excluded the ſun- beams, 
and where a ſpring, guſhing from the rock, gave Af 
coolneſs to the air; and having alighted and turned 
the Horſes to graze, Annette and Ludovico ran to 
ather fruit from the ſurrounding thickets, of which 
ey ſoon. returned with an abundance. The tra, 
vellers, ſeated under the ſhade of a pine and cypreſs 
grave and on turf, enriched with ſuch a profuſion of Rr 
ragrant flowers, as Emily had ſcarcely ever ſeen, 
even among the Pyrenees, took their fimple repaſt, | 
and viewed, with new delight, beneath the dark 
umbrage of gigantic pines, the glowing landſcape 
ſtretching to the ſea. ” 
Emily and Du Pont gradually became thoughtful 
and ſilent; but Annette was all joy and loquacity, 
and Ludovico was gay, without forgetting the re- 
zectful diſtance, which was due to his companions. 
e repaſt being over, Du Pont recommended A) 
Emily to endeavour to fleep, during theſe ſultry ® 
hours, and defiring the ſervants would do the ſame, 42 
faid he would watch the while; but Ludovico wiſhed Mi 
to ſpare him this trouble; and Emily and Annette, | 
_ wearied with travelling, tried to repoſe, while he 
ſtood guard with his trombone. | 
When Emily, refreſhed by ſlumber, awoke, ſhe 
found the ſentinel aſleep on his poſt and Du Pont 
awake, but loſt in melancholy thought. As the ſun Wo 
was. yet too high to allow them to continue their N 
journey, and as it was neceſſary that Ludovico, 1 8 1 
; ("gr tne | 
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rte toils and trouble he bad fuffered, ſhould finiſh his 
jeep, Emily took this 1 of enquiring by 
y bat accident Du Pont became Montoni's prifoner, 
and he, pleaſed with the intereſt this enquiry ex- 
Preſſed, and with the excuſe it gave him for talking 
ber of bimſelf, immediately anſwered her cu- 
_ << Sms into Italy, madam,” faid Du Pont, “ in 
che ſervice of my country. In an adventure among 
che mountains our party, engaging with the bands 
of Montoni, was routed, and I, with a few of my 
== comrades, was taken prifoner. When they told me, 
Ez whoſe captive” I was, the name of Montont ftrack 


1455 me, for I remembered, that Madame Cheron, your 
== aunt, bad married an Italian of that name, and that 


vou A 10095 them into Italy. It was not, 
bdovwever, till ſome time after, that I became con- 
== vinced this was the ſame Montoni, or learned that 
= you, madam, were under the fame roof, with mytelf; 
l will not pain you by deſcribing what were my emo- 
ions upon this diſcovery, which F owed to a ſenti- 
nel, whom I had fo far won to my intereſt, that he 
granted me many indulgences, one of which was 
== very important to me, and ſomewhat dangerous to 
himſelf; but he perſiſted in refuſing to convey any 
Fetter, or notice of my ſituation to you, for he 
diy dreaded a diſcovery and the confequent ven- 
geance of Montoni. He however enabled me to ſee* 
beau more than once. You are ſurpriſed, madam, 
ad IL will explain myſelf. My health and ſpirits. 
ſuffered extremely from want of air and exerciſe, and, 
_ t length, I gained ſo far upon the pity, or the ara- 
rie of the man, that he gave me the means of 
Walking on the terrace.” "0 7 
p Emily now liſtened, with very anxious attention, 
to the narrative of Du Pont, who proceeded : 2 
b& granting this indulgence, he knew, that he 
had nothing to apprehend from a chanee of my 


ceſcaping 


— . 


6 


efcaping from a caſtle, which was vigilantly guarded, 1 


and the neareſt terrace of which roſe over a perpen- 


dicular. rock; he ſhewed me alſo,” continued Du 
Pont, * a door concealed in the cedar wainſcot of 


the apartment where I was confined, which he in- 
ſtructed me how to open; and which, leading into 
a paſſage, formed within the thickneſs of the wall, 
that extended far along the caſtle, finally opened in 
an obſcure corner of the eaſtern rampart. I have 


ſince been informed, that there are many paſſages of 9 $4 


the ſame kind concealed within the prodigious walls 
of that edifice, and which were, undoubtedly, con- 
trived for the purpoſe of facilitating eſcapes in time 
of war. Through this avenue, at the dead of night, 
I often.ſtole to Se terrace, where I walked with the 
utmoſt caution, leſt my ſteps ſhould betray me to the 
ſentinels on duty in diſtant parts ; for this end of it, 
being guarded by high buildings, was not watched 
ſoldiers. In one of theſe midnight wanderings, - 
ſaw light in a caſement that overlooked the rampart, 
and which, I obſerved, was immediately over my 


priſon chamber. It occurred to me, that you 


migbt be in that apartment, and with the hope 
þ eeing you, I placed myſelf oppoſite to the win- 

W.“ 
Emily, remembering the figure that had formerly 
appeared on the terrace, and which had occaſioned 
her ſo. much anxiety, exclaimed, © It was you, then, 


Monſieur Da Pont, who occaſioned me much fooliſh 


terror ; my ſpirits were, at that time, ſo much 


_ weakened by long ſuffering, that they took alarm at 
every thing.” Du Pont, after lamenting, that he had 
| occalioned ber any apprehenſion, added, As I 
reſted on the wall, oppoſite to your caſement, the 
conſideration of your melancholy ſituation and of my 
own called from me involuntary ſounds of lamenta- 
tion, which drew you, I fancy, to the caſement; 1 


law there a perſon, whom I belicyed to be you. O 


1 will 


:-& 
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Y v1 D! I will ſay nothing of my emotion at that moment; 
FT wiſhed to ſpeak, but prudence reſtrained me, till 
> the diſtant foot-ſtep of a ſentinel compelled me 
_ *Tafdenly to quit my ſtation. 
elt was ſome time, before I had another oppor- 
ty of walking, for I could only leave my priſon, 
Wen it happened to be the turn of one man to 
Ward me; meanwhile I became convinced from 
ie circumſtances related by him, that your 
partment was over mine, and when again I ven- 
Need forth, I returned to your caſement, where 
ain ſaw you, but without daring to ſpeak. I 
gaved us hon. and vou ſuddenly diſappeared ; 
een it was, that I forgot my prudence, and yielded 
ES lamentation ; again you appeated—you ſpoke 
l heard the well-known accent of your voice 
Ind, at that moment, my diſcretion would have 
rlaken me again, bad I not heard alſo the ap- 
oaching ſteps of a ſoldier, when I inſtantly quitted 
the 207k though not before the man had ſeen me. 
ee followed down the terrace and gained fo faſt 
oon me, that I was compelled to make uſe of a 
atagem, ridiculous enough, to ſave myſelf. I 
ad heard of the ſuperſtition of many of theſe men, | 
pd | uttered a ſtrange noiſe, with a hope, that my -. i 
fuer would miſtake it for ſomething ſupernatu- 85 
. and deſiſt from purſuit. Luckily for myſelf I ſuc- 
ed; the man it ſeems, was ſubject to fits, and 
terror he ſuffered threw him into one, by which 
ident I-fecured my retreat. A ſenſe of the dan- 
| had eſcaped, and the increaſed watchfulneſs, 
ich my appearance had occaſioned among the 
enels, deterred me ever after from walking on 
WE terrace; but in the ſtillneſs of the night, I ſte» 
ently beguiled myſelf with an old lute, procured 
de by a ſoldier, wich I ſometimes accompe- 
Wed with my voice, aud ſometimes, I will acknow= . | 
ge, With a hope of making myſelf heard by you z/} - © :-. 8 
Vol. III. et but 
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but it was only a few evenings ago, that this bore 1 
was anſwered. TI then thought L heard a voice inf 
the wind, calling me; yet, even then | feared to . 
reply, leſt the ſentinel at the priſon door ſhould hear - 
me. Was] right, madam, in this conjeQture—waz > 1 
it you who ſpoke ?” 

% Yes,” ſaid Emily, with an involuntary 69% a 
% you were right indeed.” 

Du Pont, obſerving the painful emotions, en 
this queſtion revived, now changed the ſubject. 
« In one of my excurſions through the raſſage "oP 
which I have mentioned, I overheard a ſingula 
converſation,” ſaid he. v5 


In the paſſage !” ſaid Emily with ſurpriſe. WR 
J heard it in the paſſage,” ſaid Du Pont, “ but 
it tpn regs from an apartment, adjoining e { 
wall, within which the paſſage wound, and Wo 
| ſhell of the wall was there ſo thin, and was alſo?! 
ſomewhat decayed, that I could diſtinctly neuf ; 1 
every word, ſpoken on the other ſide. It happen. $1 
ed that Montoni and his companions were af. 
ſembled in the room, and Montoni began to _ 5 
the extraordinary hiſtory of the lady, his predeceſ 1 
for, in the caſtle. He did indeed, mention ſome 
very ſurpriſing circumſtances, and whether ther 
were ſtrictly true, his conſcience muſt decide; i 
fear it will determine againſt him. But you, ma 
dam, have doubtleſs heard the report, which »M . 
deſigns thould circulate, on the * of tha | 
lady's myſterious fate.” 

& have, fir,” replied Emily, “ and I perceire il 
that you doubt it.“ 

« ] doubted it before the period am ſpeaking 
of,“ rejoined Du Pont ;—** but ſome circumſtanif * 
ces, mentioned by Montoni, greatly contributed ti : 
my ſuſpicions. The account I then heard, :almo!if 4 h 
convinced me, that he was: a murdewr: 1 
trembled for you ;—the more ſo that I had heat 

_ 
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wx gueſts mention your name in a manner, that 
Whreatened your repoſe ; and knowing, that the 
oſt impious men are often the moſt ſuperſtitious, 
Wetermined to try whether I could not awaken 
ir conſciences, and awe them from the commiſ- 
a of the crime I dreaded. I liſtened cloſely to 
WW ontoni, and in the moſt ſtriking paſſages of his 
tory, I joined my voice, and repeated his laſt 
Fords, in a diſguiſed and hollow tone.” 
But were you not afraid of being diſcovered ?” 
aid Emily. 

II was not,” replied Du Pont; “ for I knew, 
That, if Montoni had been acquainted with the ſe- 
ret of this paſſage, he would not have contined me 
mn the apartment, to which it led. I knew alſo, 
rom better authority, that he was ignorant of it. 
he party for ſome time, appeared inattentive to 
my voice; but, at length, were ſo much alarmed, 
hat they quitted the apartment, and having heard 
Montoni order his ſervants to ſearch it, | returned 
eo my priſon, which was very diſtant from this part 
at of the paſſage.” © I remember perfeQly to have 
heard of the converſation you mention,” ſaid Emily; 
it ſpread a general alarm among Montoni's peo- 
= and I will own I was weak enough to partake 
fit.“ 

= Monheur Du Pont and Emily thus continued to 
onverſe of Montoni, and then of France, and of 
be plan of their voyage; when Emily told him, 
bat it was her intention to retire to a convent in 
ei inguedoc, where ſhe had been formerly treated 
ith much kindneſs, and from thence to write to 
Wer relation Monſieur Queſnel, and inform him of 


” iy 
in 
LP 
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an er conduct. There ſhe deſigned to wait, till La 
| - alle ſhould again be her own, whither ſhe hoped 
wn 


er income would ſome time permit her to ret irn; 


or Du Pont now taught her to expect, that the 
5 eſtate, of which Montoni had attempted to def aud 


| 


1rd 
the 


\ = 1 
- — 1 
*W kh ow. 
G 2 hy 8 


6180) 


ber, was not irrecoverably loſt, and he again con WH 
gratulated her on her eſcape from Montoni, Who, 
he had not a doubt, meant to have detained her for 
her life. The poſſibility of recovering her 
aunt's eſtates for Valanoourt and herſelf lighted up 
à joy in Emily's heart, ſuch as ſhe had not known 
_ tor many months ; but ſhe endeavoured to coneeal 
this from Monſieur Du Pont, left it ſhould lead him 
to a painful remembrance of his rival. 1 
- 'They continued to converſe, till the ſun was de- 
_cLning in the weſt, when Du Pont awoke Ludovi- } wa 


1 


« 


co, and they ſet forward on their journey. Gradu- ns 
ally deſcending the lower flopes of the valley, they 
reached the Arno, and wound along its paſtoral WW 
margin, for many miles, delighted with the ſcenery i 
around them, and with the remembrances, which 
its claſſic waves revived. At a diſtance, they 

beard the gay ſong of the peaſants among the vine- i 
yards, and obſerved the ſetting ſun tint the waves 
with yellow. luſtre, and twilight draw a duſky pur- 


ple over the mountains, which, at length, deep ed 
inte night. Then the Jucciola, the fire-fly of Lu- 

cany, was fcen to flaſh its ſudden ſparks among the 
foliage, while the -cicada, with its {ſhrill note, be- 

came more clamorous than even during the noon- Wan 

day heat, loving beſt the hour when the Engliſh 

beetle with leſs offenfive ſound, ' _ 

$ 

| — — Winds 1 

His ſmell but fullen horn, * 

As ofthe riſes midtt the twilight path, 1K 

Againk the pilgrim borae-in heedleſs hum. | _ 

The travellers croſſed the Arno by moon light, „ 

at a ferry, and, learning, that Piſa was diſtant ovly 


a few miles down the river, they withed to have {bd 
procęeded thither in a boat, but, 45 none conld de 


* Collige, © 


Br 
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procured, _ 
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i occured, they ſet out an their wearied horſes ſor 


* 


ggaed into a plain variegated with vineyards, corn, 
ies, and mulberry groves; but it was too late, 
Pierre they reached its gates, where Emily was fur- 
_ to hear the buſy found of footſteps and the 


ll 4 es of muſical inſtruments, as well as to ſee the 
n ly groupes that filled the ſtreets, and ſhe almoſt 
EMmcied herſelf again at Venice; but here were no 
eon light ſcas—no gay gondolas, daſhing the 
[= aves, — no Palladium palaces, to throw enchant- 
- Went. over the fancy and lead it into the wilds of 
iry ſtory. The Arnd rolled through the town, 


t no-mube tremblett from baſconics over its wa- 
n; it gave only the buſy voices of ſailors on 
h ard veffels juſt arrived from the Mediterranean; 
Ye melancholy heaving of the anchor, and the 
- rill boatſwain's vbiſtle; ſounds, which, ſince 
s Pat period, have there ſunk almoſt into filenee. 
rey then ſerved: to remind Du Pont, that it was 
d oobable he might hear of a veſſel, failing ſoon to 
{- rance from this port, and thus be ſpared the 
< ouble of going to Leghorn. As ſoon as Emily 
e- reached the inn, he went therefore to the 
- Way, to make his enquiries; but, after all the 
h RExdcavours of himfeif and Ludovico, they could. 
roof no bark, deſtined immediately for France, 
che travellers returned to their reſting place. 
eren, Du Pont endeavoured to learn where 
regiment then lay, but could acquire no 
ermation concerning it. The travellers re- 
ed early to reſt * the fatigues of this 


t. , on che following, rofe early, and with- 
V _— pauling to view the celebrated antiquities 
2 the place, or the wonders of its hanging tewer, 
f ſued their journey in the eboler bours; through 
harmiag country, rich with wine, and corn and 
_ The Apennines, no longer awful, or even 
i, Brand.. 


' ' 


„et city. As they approached it, the vale ex- * 
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grand, here ſoftened into the beauty of ſylvan and i if 
paſtoral landſcape 3 and Emily, as ſhe. deſcended "oh 
them, looked down delighted on Leghorn, and its“ 
ſpacious bay, filled with veſſels, and crowned with 
theſe beautiful hills. 

She was no leſs ſurpriſed and amuſed, on entering 
this town, to find it crowded with perſons i in the | 
dreſſes of all nations; a ſcene which reminded her 
of a Venetian maſquerade, ſuch as ſhe had witneſs. 

ed at the time of the Carnival; but here waz 
. buſtle, with gaiety and noiſe inſtead of muſic, i 
while elegance was to be looked for only in the 
\ waving outlines of the ſurrounding hills. 

Monſieur Da Pont, immediately on their arri. 
val, went down to the quay, where he heard of 
ſeveral French veſſels, and of one that was to ſail, 
in a few days, for Marſeilles, from whence anc- 
ther veſſel could be . procured, without difficulty, L 
to take them acroſs the gulf of Lyons towards 80 
Narbonne, on the coaſt not many leagues on 
which city he underſtood the conyent was feated, 
to which Emily wiſhed to retire. He, therefore T7 
immediately engaged with the captain to take them £771 
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to her ſpirits a rk of cheerfulneſs? ſuch as 1 1 
had ſcarcely. known, ſince the death of her father 
At Leghorn alſo, Du Pont heard of his regiment, 1 72 
and that it had embarked for France; a circum - 
ſtance, which gave bim great ſatisfaction, for b 
could now accompany Emily thither, without re-. 
proach to his conſcience, or apprehenſion of di. 
pleaſure from his commander. During theſe days, Wi 
he ſcrupulouſly forbore to diſtreſs her by a mention 
of his paſſion, and ſhe was compelled to eſteem 

and 


und pity, though ſhe could not love, bim. He en- 
Jeavoured to amuſe her by ſhewing the environs of 
town, and they often walked together on the 
ſhore, and on the buſy quays, where Emily 


s frequently intereſted by the arrival and de- 


ing ture of veſlels, participating in the joy of meet- 
the We friends, and, ſometimes, ſhedding a ſympa- 
her Meetic tear to the ſorrow of thoſe, that were ſepa- 


ting. It was after having witneſſed a ſcene of 
e latter kind, that ſhe arranged the following 
47 Wranzas : 


THE MARINER. 


Soft came the breath of ſpring ; ſmooth flow the tide, 
And blue the heaven in its mirror ſmil'd; 

The white fail trembled, ſwell'd, expanded wide, 
The buſy ſailors at the anchor toil'd. 


With anxious friends, that ſhed the parting tear, 
The deck was throng*d—how ſwift the moments fly! 
The veſſel heaves,, the farewel ſigns appear | 
Mute is each tongue, and eloquent each eye! 


The laſt dread moment comes !—The ſailor-youth 
Hides the big drop, and ſmiles-amid his pain, 

Sooths his fad bride, and vows eternal truth, 
Farewel, my love—we ſhall—ſhall mect again! 


Long on the ſtern, with waving hand, he ſtood; 
The crowded ſhore ſinks, leſſening, from his view, 
As gradual glides the bark along the flood; 

His bride is ſeen no more“ Adieu !—adieu! © 


The breeze of Eve moans low, her ſmile" is o'r, 

Dim iteals her twilight down the crimſon'd welt, 

He climbs the top-moſt maſt, to ſeek once more SEL 
The far-ſeca coaſt, where all his wiſhes ret, 


— 
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He views its dark line on the diſtant ſky, 

And Fancy leads him to his little home, 

He ſees his weeping love, he hears her ſigh, . 
He ſooths her griefs, and tells of joys to come. 


Bve yields to night, the breeze to wintry galee, 
In one vaſt ſhade the ſeas and ſhores repoſe ; 

He turns his aching eyes, —his ſpirit fails, 

The chill tear falk ;—fad to the deck he goes 


The ſtorm of midnight-fwells, the ſails are furl'd, 
Deep ſounds the lead, but finds no friendly ſhore, 


Faſt o'er the waves the wretched bark is hurl'd, 


*.OEllen, Ellen]! we muſt meet no more!“ 


Lightnings, that ſhew the vaſt and foamy deep, 


The rendicg thunders, as they onward rofl, 
The loud, loud wiodx, that o'er the billows fweep— 
Shake the firm nerve, appal the braveft ſoul! 


Ah! what avails the ſeamen's toiling care 
The ſtraining cordzge burſts, the matt is riv'n, 
The ſonnc of terror grozn afonyg the air, 

Then fink afzr;—the bark on rocks is driv'n ! 


Fierce o'er the wreck the whelming waters paſs'd, 
The helpleſs crew ſun in the roaring main 
Henry's faintgerentstrembled in the dinſt— 


_* Farewel, my ſove, —we necr all meet again; 


Oft, at the calm and Glent evening hour, 
When ſummer-breezes hunger on the wave, 
A melancholy voice is hrard to pour 

les lonely ſwectnck oder poor Henry's grave ! 


And oft, at midnight, airy ſtrains are heard 
Around the grove, where Etten's form is laid, 
Nof is the dirge by vitlape-maidens fror d, 


_ Tte lovers ſpirits gear&the holy ſhade ! 


. 
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= Of young ideas, painted on the mind 
In the warm glowing colours fancy ſpreads 
On object not yet known, when all is new, 
And all is lovely!” SACRED Dramas, 


E now return to Languedoc and to the men- 
on of Count De Villefort, the nobleman, who. 
N ceeded to an eſtate of the Marquis De Villeroi, 
ruated near the monaſtery of St. Claire. It ma 
recolleQed, that this chateau was untababited, 
hen St. Aubert and his daughter were in the 
eigbbourhood, and that the former was much 
fedcd on diſcovering himſelf to be ſo near Chas - 
Wau-lc-Blanc, a place, concerning which the g. 
gd La Voiſin afterwards dropped ſome hints, that 
ad alarmed Emily's curioſity. 5 
lt was in the year 1584, the beginning of that, 
= which St. Aubert died, that:Francis Beauveau, 
ont De Villefort, came into poſſeſſion 'of the 
Wanſon and extenfive domain called Chateau-le- 
ac, fituated in the province of Languedoc, on | 
e {hore of the Mediterranean, This eſtate, - - 
ich, during ſome centuries, had belonged to his & 
wih, now deſcended to bim, on the deceaſe of 
relative, the Marquis De Villeroi, Who hack 
en latterly a man of reſerved manners and 
ere character; circumſtances, which, together 
the duties of his profeſſion, that often called - 
gm into the field, bad prevented any; degree g 3 
PY + x C:s a — intimacy * nnd $4 ' 1 
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| intimacy with his couſin, the Count De Villefort. WE 
| For many years, they had known little of each, 
| other, and the Count received the firſt intelligence? 
of his death, which happened in a diſtant part of 4 
France, together with the inſtruments, that gave 8 
him poſſeſſion of the domain Chateau-le-Blanc ; - 
but it was not till the following year, that he de- 
termined to viſit that eſtate, when he deſigned to 
paſs the autumn there. The ſcenes of Chateau- 
le- Blanc often came to his remembrance, heightened 
by the touches which a warm imagination gives 
to the recollection of early pleaſures; for, many 
years before, in the life-time of the Marchioneſs, W 
and at that age when the mind is particularly ſen- 
ſible to impreſſions of gaiety and delight, he had 
once viſited this ſpot, and, though he had paſſed a 1 
long intervening period amidſt the vexations and 3 >; 
tumults of public affairs, which too frequently if 
corrode the heart, and vitiate the taſte, the ſhades | 
of Languedoc and the grandeur of its diſtant ſce- 
| nery had never been remembered by him with in- 
| difference. i | 
During many years, the chateau had been aban- 
doned by the late Marquis, and, being inhabited 
only by an old ſteward and his wife, had been ſuf- 
fered to fall much into decay. To ſuperintend the 
repairs, that would be requiſite to make it a com- 
fortable reſidence, had been a principal motive 
with the Count for paſſing the autumnal months in 
Languedoc; and neither the remonſtrances, or ü 
the tears of the Counteſs, for, on urgent occaſions, 
ſhe could weep, were powerful enough to over- 
| come his determinations. She prepared, there- 
fore, to obey the command, which ſhe could no: 
conquer, and to reſign the gay aſſemblies of Paris, 
| e bere her beauty was generally unrivalled 
ndnd won the applauſe, to which her wit had but 
. feeble claim — for the twilight canopy of woods, 
| the 
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rt, e lonely grandeur of mountains and the ſolemniiy 


ch A gothic halls and of long, long galleries, which 
1c: © hoed only the ſolitary ſtep of a domeſtic, or the 
of Meaſured clink, that aſcended from the great 
ve ock—the ancient monitor of the hall below. 
c rom theſe melancholy ER ſhe endea- 
le- oured to relieve her ſpirits by recollecting all that 
to 1 Ihe had ever heard, concerning the joyous vintage 


of the plains of Languedoc; but there, alas! no 


u- 
ed airy forms would bound to the gay melody of Pa- 
es Friſian dances, and a view of the ruſtic feſtivities of 
ny peaſants could afford little pleaſure to a heart, in 
ſs, WE which even the feelings of ordinary benevulence 
n- had long fince decayed under the corruptions of 
ad luxury, 
a The Count had a ſon and a daughter, the 


children of a former marriage, wlio, he deſigned, 
ly 55 ſhould accompany him to the ſouth of France; 
es Henri, who was in Ins twentieth year, was in the 

8X French ſervice; and Blanche, who was not yet 

= eighteen, had been hitherto confined to the con- 
vent, where ſhe had been placed immediately on 
her father's ſecond marriage. The preſent Coun- 


| 
>) Hr teſs, who had neither ſufficient ability, or inclina- 
f. WAS tion, to ſuperintend the education of her daughter- 
\- WS in-law, had adviſed this ſtep, and the dread of ſu- 


perior beauty had fince urged her to employ every 
art, that might prevail on the Count to prolong 
che period of Blanche's ſecluſion ; it was, there- 
fore, with extreme mortification, that ' ſhe now 


6 underſtood he would no longer ſubmit on this ſub- 
5 ject, yet it afforded her ſome conſolation to conſi- 


der, that, though the Lady Blanche would emerge 
from her convent, the ſhades of the country would, 
for ſome time, veil her beauty from the public 


S, 
d eye. KY 5 | N 
it On the morning, which commenced the jours 


ney, the poſtillions topped at the convent, by che 
| | Counts 
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Count's order, to take up Blanche, whoſe heart 
beat with delight, at the proſpect of novelty and 25 
ſreedom now before her. As the time of her de- 
parture drew nigh, ber impatience had increaſed, 
and the laſt night, during which ſhe counted 3 
every note of every 1 the moſt 
tedious of auy ſhe had ever known. be morn- 
ing light, at length, dawned; the matin-bell rang; 
ſhe heard. the nuns. deſcending from their cham- 3 
bers, and ſhe ſtarted from a ſleepleſs pillow to 
welcome the day, which was to emancipate her 
from the ſeverities of a cloiſter, and introduce her 
to a world, where pleaſure was ever ſmiling, and 
goodneſs, ever bleſſed where, in. ſhort, nothing 
but pleaſure and goodneſs reigned! When the 
 _ nll of the great gate rang, and the ſound was ſol- 
lowed by that of carriage wheels, ſhe ran, with a 
palpitating heart, to her lattice, and, perceiving 
ber father's. carriage in the court below, danced, 
with airy ſteps, along the gallery, where ſhe was 
met by a, nun with, a ſummons from the abbefs. 
Ins the next moment, ſhe was in the pazlour, and 
ig the preſence of the Counteſs, who now ap- 
eared- to ber as an angel, that was to lead her to 
= But the emotions of the Counteſs, on 
beholdtng- her, were not in uniſon with thoſe of 
Blanche, wbo had never appeared fo lovely as at 
this moment, when hex countenance, animated. by 
| the lightning ſmile of joy, glowed with the beauty 
5 of happy innocence. 
| Aer converſing for a few minutes with the ab- 
beſs, the Counteſs roſe go, This was the mo- 
ment, which ncht Ol anticipated —_ ſuch 
r expeRaation, the fummit Tram which. ſhe 
led down upon the fairy land of happineſs, and 
- ſurveyed all its enchantment ; was it a moment, 
- then, for tears of regret? Vet it was ſo. She 
turned, with an altered and dejected countenance, 
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Ver farewell, and wept! Even my lady abbeſs, ſo 
ately and ſo. ſolemn, ſhe ſaluted with a degree of 


vcd it impoſſible to feel, and which may be ac- 
unted for. by conſidering how reluctantly we all 
Wart, even with unpleaſing objects, when the ſe- 


C | * 
4 
5 


q oecd on the road, ſoon engaged her attention, 
5 and diſſipated. the ſhade, which tender regret had 


: cation, which was. paſſing between the Counteſs 


veiling the ſun and ſtretching; their ſhadows al 


gay and beautiful. imagery; 


P ne . travellers came within view of | Chateande- 


g 1 yrenean mountains, which had been ſeen o 
a diſtance, during the day, now. ri 


5 l which” the evening clouds, 
roun 


V ber young companions, who were come to bid 


iGng within 2 
0. lew leagues, with. their wild cliffs and, immenſe 6 


$ 
* 


row, which, an hour be fore, ſhe would have be- 


tion is conſciouſſy for ever. Again, ſhe kiſſed 
e poor nuns, and then followed the Counteſs 


But the. preſence of her father and the variety of -. 


Ethrown upon her ſpirits. Inattentive to a conver- . - 


and a Mademoiſclle Bearn, her friend, Blanche 
2 at, loſt in pleaſing reveriey as ſhe. watched the - 
clouds floating ſilently along the blue expanſe, now - 


bbe diſtant ſcene, and then diſeloſing all his $29.4 

= nefs. The. jaurney continued to give Blanche in- 
= cxpreilible, delight, for new. ſcenes, of nature were 
every inſtant opening to. ber view, and her fancy 


It was on the evening of the ſeventh. day, that - 


b . 


==Blanc, the romantic beauty of , whoſe . ftuation . | 
3Y 11 Ong! impreſſed. the imagination of Blanche, 
rho obſerved, with ſublime aſtoniſhment; the 


them, w diſcloſed, and again veiled; | | ©] 


| 10 The. ſctting rays, chat tinged their, ſnowy. ſummits 
th a roſcate hun touched. their lower points 


| pervaded 


with-ratious colauzipg,, while the. blueiſh tint, s, 
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of contraſt to the ſplendour of light. 
of Languedoc, bluſhing with the purple vine and 
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pervaded their ſhadowy receſſes, gave the ſtrength 


"diverſified with groves of mulberry, almond and 


* 


olives, ſpread far to the north and the eaſt; to the 


ſouth, appeared the Mediterranean, clear as cryſtal, 
and blue as the heavens it reflected, bearing on its 
boſom veſſels, whoſe white ſails caught the ſun- 
beams, and gave animation to the ſcene. On a 


4 ; 
0 
. 

5 
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The plains 10 


high promontory, waſhed by the waters of the 
Mediterranean, ſtood her father's manfion, almoſt 
ſecluded from the eye by woods of intermingled x 


able diſtance along the ſea-ſhores. 


As Blanche drew nearer, the gothic features of 


this ancient manſion ſucceſhvely appeared —firſt an 


embattled turret, riſing above the trees—then the AS; 


broken arch of an immenſe gate-way, retiring. be- 


yond them; and ſhe almoſt fancied herſelf” ap- 97 


proaching a caſtle, ſuch as is often celebrated in 


early ſtory, where the knights look out from the 


battlements on ſome champion below, who, clothed 
in black armour, comes, with his companions, to 
reſcue the fair lady of his love from the oppreſſion 
of his rival; a ſort of legends, to which ſhe had 
once or twice obtained acceſs in the library of her 
convent, that, like many others, belonging to the 
monks, was ſtored with theſe reliques of romantic 
fiction. | 468 
The carriages ſtopped at a gate, which led into 
the domain of the chateau, but which was now 


"faſtened; and the great bell, that had formerly 


ſerved to announce the arrival of ſtrangers, having 


long ſince fallen from its ſtation, a ſervant climbed 
..- over: a ruined part of the adjoining wall, to give 
notice to thoſe within of the arrival of their lord. 


; | As 


pine, oak and cheſnut, which crowned the emi- 1 
nence, and ſloped towards the plains, on one ſide; 
while, on the other, they extended to a conſider- 


6390 
e As Blanche leaned from the coach window, ſhe 
"i iened herſelf to the ſweet and gentle emotions, 
hich the hour and the ſcenery awakened. . The 
n had now left the earth, and twilight began to 
Wrken the mountains; while the diſtant waters, re- 
E:| ting the bluſh that ſtil] glowed in the weſt, ap- 
Peared like a line of light, ſkirting the horizon. 
rue low murmur of waves, breaking on the ſhore, 
rame in the breeze, and, now and then, the me- 
lancholy daſhing of oars was feebly heard from a 
Wt Eaiſtance. She was ſuffered to indulge her penſive 
mood, for the thoughts of the reſt of the party 
| were ſilently engaged upon the ſubjects of their ſe- 
| veral intereſts. Meanwhile, the Counteſs, reflect- 
ing, with regret, upon the gay parties ſhe had left 
at Paris, ſurveyed, with diſguſt, what ſhe thought 
the gloomy woods and ſolitary wildneſs of the 
XX ſcene; and, ſhrinking from the proſpect of being 
EXE ſhut up in an old caſtle, was prepared to meet 
every object with diſpleaſure. The feelings of 
Henri were ſomewhat ſimilar to thoſe of the 
Counteſs : he gave a mournful ſigh to the delights 
of the capital, and to the remembrance of a lady, 
== who, he believed, had engaged his affections, and 
RX who had certainly faſcinated his imagination; but 
the ſurrounding country, and the mode of life, on 
= which he was entering, had, for him, at leaſt, the 
charm of novelty, and his regret was ſoftened by 
TX the gay expectations of youth. | Jy 
== ' The gates being at length unbarred, the carriage 
moved ſlowly on, under fpreading cheſauts, that 
almoſt excluded the remains of day, following 
what had been formerly a road, but which now, 
overgrown with luxuriant vegetation, could be 
traced only by the boundary, Benn by trees, on 
either fide, and which wound for near half a mile 
among the woods, before it reached the chateau. 
This was the very avenue that St. Aubert and 
12 | | Emily 
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Emily bad formerly entered, on their firſt arrival 
in the neighbourhood, with the hope of finding a 
houſe, that would receive them, for the night, and 
had ſo abruptly-quitted, on perceiving the wildneſs 
ol the place, and a figure, which the poſtillion had 
fancied was a. robber. 

« What a diſmal place is this!” exelaimed the 
Counteſs, as the carriage. ee the deeper re- 

urely, my lord, you do 
not mean to paſs all the autumn in this barbarous 
ſpat! One ought to bring hither a cup of the wa- 
ters of Lethe, that the remembrance of pleaſanter 
ſcenes not heighten, at leaſt, the natural 
drearineſs of theſe,” 

& I ſhall be governed by circumſtances, madam,” 
ſaid the Count, this barbarous ſpot was inha- 
hited by my anceſtors.” 

The carriage now ſtopped at the chateau, where, 
at the door of.the great ball, appeared the old ſtew- 
ard and the Pariſian. ſervants, who had been ſent to 

repare the chateau, waiti; 
Lad ; Blanche now perceived, that the edifice was 
i e gothic. ſtyle, but that it had 


not 
additions of a. more. modern date; the 
gloomy. hall, however, into which ſhe now entered, 
was entirely, gothic, and ſumptuous tapeſtry, which' 
it was now too dark to diſtinguiſh, hung upon the 
walls, and depictured ſcenes from ſome of 3 
ent Provengal romances. A vaſt. gothic window, 
embroide 
- aſgended. to the ſouth, led the eye, now that the 
caſements were thrown open, through this verdant 
ſhade; over a. ſloping lawn, to the tops of dark 
woods, that hung upon. the brow of the. promon- 
tory. Beyond, appeared. the waters of the Me- 
diterranean, ſtretching far to the ſouth, and to the 
eaſt, where they were loſt in the horizon; while, 


ta the. noxth- eaſt, they were baunded by, the lux- 
. = uriant | 


- 


to receive their lord. 


large and- 


with: clematis and eglantine, that or” 


mſtures; and, to the ſouth-weſt, by the majeſtic 


dual gloom. 7 | 
XX Blanche, as fhe croſſed the hall, ſtopped a moment 
obſerve this lovely proſpect, which the evening 
igt obſcured, yet did not conceal. But ſhe was 
ickly awakened from the complacent delight, 
nich this ſcene had Uiffuſed upon Her mind, by the 
ounteſs, who, diſcontented with every object 
c cſtened forward to a large parlour, whoſe cedar: 
eainſcot, narrow pointed caſements, and dark ceil- 


Weculiar gloom, which the dingy green velyet of the 
hairs and couches, fringed with tarniſhed gold, had 
nce been deſigned to enliven. 

XxX Whilethe Counteſs enquired for refreſhment, the 
count, attended. by. his: ſon, went to look over ſome 
Wart of the chateau, and Lady Blanche reJuZtantly. 


f her ſtep-mother. ' | 

Ho long have you lived in this deſolate place?” 
ad her ladyſhip, to the old houſe-keeper, who 
ne to pay ber duty. Above twenty years, your 
ip, on the next feaſt of St. Jerome.” 
Ho happened it, that you have lived. here ſo 
Ig, and almoſt alone, too? I underſtood, that the 
teau had been ſhut up for ſome years?“ 
res, madam, it was for many. years after my 
ee lord, the Count, went to the wars; but it 16 
oe twenty years, ſince I: and my. huſband came 
tor his ſervice. This place is ſo large, and has of 
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x time, we went to live in a-cottage at the end 
dhe woods, near ſome of the tenants, and came to 


- 


PR after the chateau, every now. and then, When... 
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ant Mores of Languedoc and Provence, en- 
riched with wood, and gay with vines and floping 


Wrenees, now. fading from the eye, beneath the 


ound, and impatient for refreſhment and repoſe, . 


g of carved cypreſs wood, gave it an aſpect of 


emained to*witnels the diſcontent and il-humour- 


te been ſo lonely, that we were loſt in it, and, after 


642) 
my lord returned to France from the wars, he took 
a diſlike to the place, and never came to live here 
again, and ſo he was ſatisfied with our remaining at 
the cottage. Alas—alas ! how the chateau is chang- 
ed from what it once was! What delight my late 
lady uſed to take in it ! I well remember when ſhe 
came here a bride, and how fine it was. Now, it 
has been neglected ſo long, and is gone into ſuch 
decay ! I ſhall never ſee thoſe days again!“ 

The Counteſs appearing to be ſomewhat offended 
by the thoughtleſs ſimplicity, with which the old 
woman regretted former times, Dorothee added— 
% But the chateau will now be inhabited, and 
cheerful again; not all the world could tempt me 
to live in it alone.“ | 

“% Well, the experiment will not be made, I be- 
lieve,” ſaid the Counteſs, diſpleaſed that her own 
ſilence had been unable to awe the loquacity of this 
ruſtic old houſekeeper, now ſpared from further at- 
tendance by the entrance of the Count, who ſaid 
he had been viewing part of the chateau, and found, 
that it would require conſiderable repairs and ſome 
alterations, before it would be perfectly comfort- 
able, as a place of reſidence. “I am ſorry to hear 
it, my lord,” replied the Counteſs. © And why 
forry, madam ?” „ Becauſe the place will ill repay 

our troũble; and were it even a paradiſe, it would 
e inſufferable at ſuch a diſtance from Paris.” 

The Count made no reply, but walked abruptly 
to a window. There are windows, my lord, but 
they neither admit entertainment, or light ; they 
ſhew only a ſcene of ſavage nature.” 

« am at a loſs, madam,” ſaid the Count, “ to 
conjecture what you mean by ſavage nature. Do 
thoſe plains, or thoſe woods, or that fine expanſe 
of water, deſerve the name ?” | "15k 

% Thoſe mountains certainly do, my lord,“ re- 

Joined the Counteſs, pointing to the Pyrenees, 
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and this chateau, though not a work of rude 
nature, is to my taſte, at leaſt, one of ſavage art.” 
© The Count coloured highly. © This place, ma- 
gam, was the work of my anceſtors,” faid he, 
and you muſt allow me to ſay, that your preſent 
Nonverſation diſcovers neither good taſte, or good 
manners.” Blanche, now ſhocked at an alterca- 
ion, which appeared to be increaſing to a ſerious 
Wediſagreement, roſe to leave the room, when her 
W mother's woman entered it: and the Counteſs, im- 
mediately defiring to be ſhewn to her own apart- 
ment, withdrew, attended by Mademoiſelle Bearn. 
Lady Blanche, it being not yet dark, took this op- 
W portunity of exploring new ſcenes, and leaving the 
= parlour, ſhe paſſed from the halFinto a wide gal- 
lery, whoſe walls were decorated by marble pilaſ- 
ters, which fupported an arched roof, compoſed of 
BE a rich moſaic work. Through a diſtant window, 
BZ that feemed to terminate the gallery, were ſeen the 
purple clouds of evening and a landſcape, whoſe 
features, thinly veiled in twilight, no longer ap- 
= peared diſtinctly, but blended into one grand maſs, 
WE ſtretched to the horizon, coloured only with a tint 
of ſolemn grey. | 22 

= The gallery terminated in a ſaloon, to which the 
= window ſhe had ſeen through an open door, be- 
longed; but the increafing duſk permitted ber 
only an imperfeCt view of this apartment, which 
ſeemed to be magnificent and of modern architec- 
ture; though it had been either ſuffered to fall into 
a decay, or had never been properly finiſhed. The 
windows, which were numerous and large, de- 
icended low, and afforded a very extenſive, and 
what Blanche's fancy repreſented to be, a very 
lovely proſpect; and ſhe ſtood for fome time, ſur- 
veying the grey obſcurity, and depicturing imagin- 
ary woods and mountains, vallies and rivers, on 
this ſcene of night 3 her ſolemn ſenſations rather 
l e , Ex by aſſiſted, 


e 
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allied, than interrupted, by the diſtant bark of a 
watch-dog, and by the breeze as it trembled upon 


the light foliage. of the ſhrubs. Now and then, 
appeared for a moment, among the woods, a cot- 


fanciful delight, the gloom and filence of the ſa- 


loon fomewhat awed her; and having ſought the 


door of the gallery, and purſued, for a confiderable 
time, a dark paſſage, ſhe came to a ball, but one 
totally different from that ſhe had formenly ſeen. 
By the twilight, admitted through an open portico, 
ſhe could juſt. diftingaiſh this apartment to. be of 
very light and. airy architecture, and that it was 
paved with white marble, pillars of which ſupported 
the roof, that roſe into arches built in the Mooriſh 
ſtyle. While Blanche ſtood on the ſteps of this 
portico,. the moon roſe over the. fea, and gradually 


diſcloſed, in partial light, the beauties of the emi- 


nence, on which ſhe ſtood, whence a lawn, now 
rude and overgrown with high graſs, ſloped to the 
woods, that, almoſt ſurrounding the chateau, ex- 


- tended in a grand ſweep down the ſouthern fades of 


the promontory to the very margin of the ocean. 
Beyond the woods, on. the north fide, appeared a 
long tract of the plains of Languedoc; andy to the 
eaſt, the landſcape ſhe. had before dimly ſeen, with 
the towers of a monaſtery, illuminated by the 
moon; riſing over dark groves. | 

The foft and ſhadowy tint, that over-ſpread the 


ſcene, the waves, undulating in the moon- light, and 


their low and meaſured murmurs on the beach, 
were circumſtances, that united to elevate the un- 
accuſtomed: mind. of Blanche to enthuſiaſm. 
« And have I lived in this glorious world fo 


fſaid ſhe, © and never till now beheld fuch a 
ptoſpect— never experienced theſe delights ! Every 


Be, — 
1 
1 
tage light; and, at length, was heard, afar off, the 
evening bell of a convent dying on the air. When 
ſhe-wnhdrew her thoughts from theſe ſubjects of 
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eaſant girl, on = father's. domain, has viewed 
doom her infancy the face of nature; has ranged, 
$liberty, her romantic wilds, while I have been 
t in a cloiſter from the view of theſe beautiful 
P oearances, which were deſigned to enchant all 
Nes, and awaken all hearts. How can the poor 
ans and friars feel the full fervour of devotion, if 
ey never ſee the ſun riſe, or ſet ? Never, till this 
rcning, did I know what true devotion is; for, 
ever before did I ſee the ſun fink below the vaſt 
th! To-morrow for the firſt time in my life, I 
un ſee it riſe. O who would live in Paris, to look 
oon black walls and dirty ſtreets, when, in the 
WWountry, they * gaze on the blue heavens, and 
i the green earth!“ 

This enthuſiaſtic ſoliloquy was interrupted by a 
auſctling noiſe in the hall: and, while the lonelineſs 
f the place made her ſenſible to fear, the thought 
ee perceived ſomething moving between the pil - 
rs. For a moment, ſhe continued filently ob- 
Erving it, till, aſhamed of her ridiculous apprehen- 
ens, ſhe recollected courage enough to demand 
bo was there. O my young lady, is it you?” 
ad the old houſekeeper, who was come to ſhut the 
Windows, “I am glad it is you.” The manner, in 
eich ſhe ſpoke this, with a faint breath, rather 
Sr priſed Blanche, who ſaid, © You ſeemed fright-- 
4. Dorothee, what is the matter?“ 
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bcc, heſitating and trying to appear compoſed, . 
bat I am old, and—2 little matter ſtartles me.” 
e lady Blanche "ſmiled at the diſtinction. 1 
= glad, that my lord the Count is come to live at 
—_ chateau, ma'amſelle, continued Dorothée, 
bor it has been many a year deſerted, and dreary 
eg; now, the place will lock a little as it uſed 
, when my poor lady was alive.” Blanche en- 
ee bow long it was fince the Marchioneſs 
E died! 


No, not frightened, ma'amſelle, replied Do- 


3 


died? „“ Alas! my lady,“ replied Dorothee, “%o 
long - that I have ceaſed to count the years ! The 
place, to my mind, has mourned ever ſince, andi 
am ſure my lord's vaſſ#ls have] But you have loſt 4 
yourſelf, ma'amſelle,—ſhall I ſhew you to the other 7 
fide of the chateau?“ | bY 
Blanche enquired how long this part of the edi- WM 
fice_had been built. © Soon after my lord's mar- 
riage, ma'am,” replied Dorothee, I he place was 
large enough without this addition, for many rooms 
of the old building were even then never made uſe 
of, and my lord had a princely houſehold too; but 
he thought the antient manſon gloomy, and 
gloomy enough it is!” Lady Blanche now defired nn 
to be thewn to the inhabited part of the chateau ; 
and, as the paſſages were entirely dark, Dorothée 
conducted her along the edge of the lawn to the 
oppoſite fide of the edifice, where a door opening 
into the great hall, ſhe was met by Mademoiſelle a 
Bearn. * Where have you been ſo long?“ ſaid BW 
ſhe, * I had begun to think ſome wonderful ad- 
venture had befallen you, and that the giant of this 
enchanted caſtle, or the ghoſt, which, no. doubt, 
haunts it, had conveyed you through a trap-door Wh 
into ſome ſubterranean. vault, whence you were 
never to return.” 838 l 
% No,” replied Blanche, laughingly, “ you ſeen Wl 
to love adventures ſo well, that I leave them for you 
to achieve.” 1 
Well, I am willing to achieve them, provided 
I am allowed to deſcribe them.” va 
„% My dear Mademoiſelle Bearn,” ſaid Henri, as 
he met her at the door of the parlour, * no ghoit 
of theſe days would be ſo ſavage as to impoſe fitenc: 
on you. Our ghoſts are more civilized than to 
condemn a lady to a purgatory ſeverer even than 
their own, be it what it may.“ | 


Mademoiſell 


* 


* * 
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_ Mademoiſelle Bearn replied only by a laugh ; and 


oe count now entering the room, ſupper was ſerv- 
e, during which he ſpoke little, frequently appear- 
do be abſtracted from the company, and more 
t Ru an once reniarked, that the place was greatly 
r tered, fince he had laſt ſeen it.“ Many years 


Fave intervened ſince that period,” ſaid he; “and, 
Sh ough the grand features of the ſcenery admit of 
o change, they impreſs me with ſenſations very 

Different from thoſe I formerly experienced. 
Did theſe ſcenes, fir,” ſaid Blanche, “ever 

pfpear more lovely, than they do now? To me this 
eeems hardly poſſible.” The Count, regarding her 

Vith a melancholy ſmile, ſaid, They once were as 

delightful to me, as they are now to you; the land- 

I ſcape is not changed, but time has changed me; 

from my mind the illuſion, which gave ſpirit to the 

8 colouring of nature is fading faſt ! If you live, my 
dear Blanche, to.re-viſit this ſpot, at the diſtance of 

many years, you will, perhaps, remember and un- 


id derſtand the feelings of your father.” 

d. Lady Blanche, affected by theſe words, remained 
is WW ſilent ; ſhe looked forward to the period, which the 
bt, Count anticipated, and conſidering, that he, who 


oo ſpoke, would then probably be no more, her 
eyes, bent to the ground, were filled with tears. 


rc | 
pe gave her hand to her father, who, ſmiling af- 
n gctionately, roſe from his chair, and went to a win- 
| Wow to conceal his emotion. . *** 


net * nd 
* X 


= The fatigues of the day made the party ſeparate 
ed t an early hour, when Blanche retired through a 
ong oak gallery to her chamber, whoſe ſpacious 
na lofty walls, high antiquated caſements, and, 
hat was the effec of theſe, its gloomy air, did 
not reconcile her to its remote ſituation, in this an- 


Ce 7 na 3 4 „ 
„tient building. The furniture, alſo, was of antielt 
—_ date; the bed was of blue damaſk, trimmed with 


. 3» 


We {arniſhed gold lace, and its lofty teſter roſe in te 
75 "FEET Ni form 
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form of a canopy, wherice the curtains - deſcendes, 
like thõſe of fuch tents as are ſometimes repreſent. 7 
ed in old pictures, and, indeed, much reſembling F 
thoſe, exhibited on the faded tapeſtry, with which 
the chamber was hung. To Blanche, every object 
here was matter of curioſity; and taking the light 
4 from her woman to examine the tapeſtry, ſhe per- = 
= ceived, that it repreſented ſceues from the wars of 2 
Troy, though the almoſt · colourleſs worſted now 
mocked the glowing actions they once had painted. 
She laughed -at the ludicrous abſurdity ſhe obſerv- 
"ed, till, recollecting, that the hands, which had 
wore it, were, like the poet, whoſe thoughts 
of fire they bad attenipted to expreſs, long fince 725 
mouldered into duſt, a train of melancholy ideas "i 


paſſed over her mind, and ſhe almoſt wept. ? 
Having given ber woman a ſtrict injunction to 
awaken her, before ſun riſe, ſhe diſmiſſed her; and 
then to diſſipate the gloom, which .refletion bad 
- caſt upon her ſpirits, opened one of the high caſe- 
ments, and was again cheered by the face of living 
nature. The ſhadowy earth, the air, and ocean 
all was ſtill. Along the deep ſerene of the bea- 


* 

vens, a few light clouds floated lowly, through 
"whole {kirts the ſtars now ſeemed to tremble, aud 
now.to emerge with purer ſplendour. Blanche's bf 
thoughts aroſe involuntarily to the Great Author of 
the ſublime objects ſhe contemplated, and ſle 
breathed a prayer of finer devotion, than any lie 

bad ever uttered beneath the vaulted roof of a cloi- 


ter. At this calement, ſhe remained till tbe 
glooms of midnight were f{retched over the proſ- 
pect. She then retired to her pillow, and, „with 
gay viſions of to-morraw,” to thoſe ſweet ſlumbers, 
Which health and happy innocence only know. 


Tomorrow to freſh woods and paſtures-new.” 
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% What tranſport to retrace our carly plays, 
Our caſy bliſs, when each thing joy ſupplied, 
The woods, the mountains and the warbling maze 
Of the wild brooks !“ 
THOMSON, 


% 


; + 
. 
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We We hour, which ſhe had ſo impatiently anticipated, 
1 or her woman, ſatigued with travelling, did not call 
er, till breakfaſt was nearly ready. Her diſap- 
ointment, however, was inſtantly forgotten, when, 
. opening the caſement, ſhe ſaw, on one hand, the 
ide ſea ſparkling in the morning rays, with its 
Scaling ſails and glancing oars ; and, on the other, 
—_—=c freſh woods, the plains far-ſtretching and the 
| 1 ne mountains, all glowing with the ſplendour of 
* as ſhe reſpired the pure bre-ze, health ſpread a 
ecced in her eyes. 

Who could firſt invent convents!” ſaid ſhe, 


gas beſt pleaſed with the homage of .a grateful 
WE at, and, when we view his glories, we feel, molt 
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5 + LANCHE's ſlumbers continued, till long after 


oer bluſh upon her countenance, and pleafurs 


= who could firſt perſuade people to go intd 
n'? and to nfake religion a pretence, too, Where 
that ſhould inſpire it, is ſo rarefally ſhut gut! 


WE tcful. I never felt ſo much devotion, during tb ' 
ay dull years I was in the convent; as T have done 9 


1 1 
in the few hours, that I have been here, where! 
need only look on all around me to adore God in- 
my inmoſt heart! 

Saying this, ſhe felt the window, bounded along 
the gallery, and, in the next moment, was in the 
breakfaſt · room, where the Count was already ſeated. 
The cheerfulneſs of a bright ſunſhine had diſperſed 
the melancholy glooms of his reflections, a pleaſant 
{mile was on his countenance, and he ſpoke in an 
enlivening voice to Blanche, whoſe heart echoed 
back the tones. Henri and, ſoon after, the Coun- 
teſs with Mademoiſelle Bearne appeared, and the 
whole party ſeemed to acknowledge the influence of 
the ſcene; even the Counteſs was ſo much re-ani- 
mated as to receive the eivilities of her huſband with 
complacency, and but once forgot her good-humour, 
which was when ſhe aſked whether they had any 
neighbours, who were likely to make his barbarous 
et more tolerable, and whether the Count believed, 
it poſſible for her to exiſt here, without ſome amuſe- 
ment? | | | 
Soon after breakfaſt the party diſperſed ; the 

Count ordering his ſteward to attend him in the 
library, went to ſurvey the condition of his premiſes, 
and to viſit ſome of his tenants. Henri haſtened 
with alacrity to the ſhore to examine a boat, that 
was to bear them on a little voyage in the evening, 
and to ſuperintend the adjuſtment of a ſilk awning; ai 
while the Counteſs, attended by Mademoiſelle Bearn, 

retired to an apartment on the modern fide of the nl 

chateau, which was fitted up with airy elegance; if 

and as the windows opened upon balconies, that 
fronted the ſea, ſhe was there ſaved from a view of 
the horrid Pyrences. Here, while ſhe reclined on 
a ſofa, and, caſting her languid eyes over the ocean, 

Which appeared beyond the wood-tops, indulged 
in the luxuries of ennui, her companion read aloud 
A ſentimental novel, on ſome faſhionable ſyſtem of 

; philoſophy, 
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huoſophy, for the Counteſs was herſelf ſomewhat 
of a philoſopher, eſpecially as to infidelity, and among 
EF” a certain circle her opinions were waited for with 
” impatience, and received as doctrines. 
he Lady Blanche, meanwhile, haſtened to in- 
ge, amidit the wild wood walks around the cha- 
gu, her new enthuſiaſm, where, as the wandered 
cer the ſhades, her gay ſpirits gradually yielded 
penſive complacency. Now, ſhe moved with 
iemn ſteps, beneath the gloom of thickly inter- 
oven branches, where the freſh dew ſtill hung upon 
ery flower, that peeped from among the graſs; 
ad now tripped ſportively along the path, on which ; 
e ſunbeams darted and the chequered foliage 
embled— where the tender greens of the beech, 
eacacia and the mountain aſh, mingling with the 
lemn tints of the cedar, the pine and cypreſs, ex- 
bited as fine a contraſt of colouring, as the ma- 
(tic oak and oriental plane did of form, to the fea- 
cry lightneſs of the cork tree and the waving 
ace of the poplar. | 
Having reached a ruſtic ſeat, within a deep receſs 
the woods, ſhe reſted awhile, and, as her eyes 


4 4 


: 
„akt, through a diſtant opening, a glimpſe of the 
e waters of the Mediterranean, with the white 
t gliding on its. boſom, or of the broad moun- 


. glowing beneath the mid-day ſun, her mind 
erienced ſomewhat of that exquiſite delight, 
ch awakens the fancy, and leads to poetry. The 
en of bees alone broke the ſtillneſs around her, as, 
o other inſects of various hues, they ſported gaily - 
hne ſhade, or ſipped ſweets from the freſh flowers; 
While Blanche watched à butter-fly, flittings 
m bud to bud, ſhe indulged herſelf in imagining 

WE plcaſures of its ſhort day, till ſhe had compoled | 
following ſtanzas. | 1 

D 2 | A 
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Tux BUTTER-FLY TO HIS LOVE. 


What bowery dell, with fragrant breath, 
Courts thee to ſtay thy airy flight; 

Nor ſeek again the purple heath, 

So oft the ſcene of gay delight? 


Long I've watch'd i' the lily's bell, 
Whoſe whiteneſs ſtole the morning's beam 
No fluttering ſounds thy coming tell, 

No waving wings, at diſtance, gleam, 


But fountain freih, nor breathing grove, 
Nor ſunny mead, nor bloſſom'd tree, 
So ſweet as lily's cel] ſhall prove, — 
The bower of conſtant love and me. 


When April buds begin to blow, 


The prim-roſe and the hare-bell blue, 


That on the verdant moſs bank gi ow, 
With violet cups, that weep in dew, 


When wanton gales breathe through the ſhade, 
And ſhake the blooms, and tteal their ſweets, 
And ſwell the ſong of ev'ry glade, 
range the foreſt's green retreats : 


There, through the tangled wood-walks play, 


Where no rude urchin paces near, 


Where ſparely peeps the ſultry day, 
And ligkt dews freſhen all the air. 


High on a fun beam oft I ſport 

O'er bower and fountain, vale and hill ; 
Oft ev'ry bluſhing flow'ret court, 
That hangs its head o'er winding ritl. 
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But theſe I' leave to be thy guide, 


And ſhew thee, where the jaſmine ſpreads 
Her ſnowy leaf, whete May-flow*rs hide, 
And roſe-buds rear their pec ping heads. 


With me the mountain's ſummit ſcale, 


And taſte the wild-thyme's honied bloom, 
Whoſe fragrance, floating on the gale, 
Oft leads me to the cedar's, glpom. 


Yet, yet, no ſound comes in the breeze 
What ſhade thus dares to tempt thy itay ? 
Once, me alone thou wiſh'dit to plcaſe, 
And with me only thou wou!d'ſt fray, 


But, while thy long delay I mou 

And chide the ſweet ſhades for their guile, 
Thou may'it be true, and they for lara. 
And fairy favours court thy mile. 


The tiny queen of fairy-land, 

Who knows thy ſpeed, hath ſent thee far, 
To bring, or ere the night-watch ſtand, 
Rich eſſence for her ſhadowy car: 


Perchance her acorn-cups to fill 

Wich acftar from the Indian rofe, 

Or gather, acer forme haunted rill, 
May-dews, that lull to Gecp Love's woes | 


Or, o'er the mougtaig*, hade thee fy, 
To tell her fairy love to ſpced, x 
When ev'ning Reals upon the fy, 
To dance along the twilight mead. 


But now I fee thee failing low, 

Gay as the brighteſt flow'rs of ſfrin>, 
Thy coattgt blue and jet 1 know, 
#94 well thy gold and purple wing, 


6 


Borne on the gale, thou com'ſt to me; 
O! welcome, welcome to my home! 
In lily's cell we'll live in glee, 
Together o'er the mountains roam 


* \ 4 
* 
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When Lady Blanche returned to the chateau, in. 2 i 
ſtead of going to the apartment of the Counteſs, ſhe = 
-amuſed herſelf with wandering over that part of the 

edifice, which ſhe had not yet examined, of which Wn 
the moſt ancient firſt attracted her curioſity ; fer 
though what ſhe had ſeen of the modern was gay and 
elegant, there was ſomething in the former more in- 
tereſting to her imagination. Having paſſed up the 
great ſtair-caſe, and through the oak gallery, ſhe 
entered upon a long ſuite of chambers, whoſe walls 
were either hung with tapeſtrv, or wainſcoted with 
cedar, the furniture of which looked almoſt as an- 
tient as the rooms themſelves ; the ſpacious fire- 
places, where no mark of ſocial cheer remained, 
. preſented an image of cold deſolation; and the 
whole ſuite had fo much the air of negle and de- 
ſertion, that it ſeemed, as if the venerable perſons, 
"whoſe portraits hung upon the walls, had been the 
laft to mhabit them. 
On leaving theſe rooms, ſhe found herſelf in ano- 
ther gallery, one end of which was terminated by: 
back ſtair-cafe, and the other by a door, that ſeem- nel 
ed to communicate with the north- ſide of the cha nl: 
teau, but which being faſtened, the deſcended the 
air caſe, and, opening a door in the wall, a fev 
ſteps down, found herſelf in a ſmall ſquare room, 
that formed part of the weſt turret of the caſtle. 
Three windows preſented each a ſeparate and beaut:- N 
ful proſpect; that to the north, overlooking Lan. 
3 guedoc ; another to the weſt, the hills aſcending Wn 
1 towards the Pyrchees, whoſe awful ſummits crowned nee 
landſcape; and a third, fronting the ſouth, gone 
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1 Mediterranean, and a part of the wild ſhores of 
is uſillon, to the eye. 3 7 6 
Having left the turret, and deſcended-the narrow 
. caſe, ſhe found herſelf in a duſky paſſage, where 
TRE wandered, unable to find her way, till impati - 
in. ee yielded to apprehenſion, and ſhe called for aſ- 

4 3s tance. Preſently ſteps approached, and light 
h: imnmered through a door at the other extremity of 
e paſſage, which was opened with caution by ſome 
ron, who did not venture beyond it, and wham 
lache obſerved in filence, till the door was cloſ- 
g. when ſhe called aloud, and, haſtening towards 
perceived the old houſekeeper. . + 
Dear ma'amſelle ! is it you ? ſaid Dorotbge, 
Ho could you find your way,ghither ?“ Had 
Blanche been leſs occupied by her own fears, ſhe 
Would prabably have dbſerved the ſtrong expreſſions 
f terror and ſurpriſe on Dorothee's countenance, 
bo now led her through a long ſucceſſion of paſ- 
ges and rooms, that looked as if they had been 
ninhabited for a century, till they reached that ap- 
ropriated to the houſekeeper, . where Dorothée en- 
eated ſhe would fit down and take refreſhment. 
blanche accepted the ſweetmeats, offered to her, 
mentioned her. diſcovery of the pleaſant turret, and 
er wiſh to appropriate it to her own uſe. Whe- 
er Dorothee's taſte was not -ſo ſenſible to the 
-utics of landſcape as her young lady's, or that 
c conſtant view of lovely ſcenery had , deadened 
he forbore to praiſe the ſubject of Blanche's 
1 chuſiaſm, which, however, her ſilence, did not 

Ara To Lady Blanche's enquiry, of whither 
pc door ſhe had found faſtened at the end of the 
ee, ſhe replied, that it opened to a ſujite of 
gooms, which had not been entered, during many 
cars, For, added ſhe, * my late lady died in 


> _- 
= IE 


ect chem, and I could never find in my beart to 
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Blanche, 
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into them ſince. 
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Blanehe, though ſhe wiſhed to ſee theſe chan. al 
bers, forbore, on obſerving that Dorothée's eyes 
were filled with tears, to aſ her to unlock them, 
and, ſoon after, went to dreſs for dinner, at which 
the whole party met in good ſpirits and good hu- | 
mour, except the Counteſs, whoſe vacant mind 
overcome by the languor of idlenefs, would neither 
ſuffor her to be happy herſelf, or to contribute to 
the happineſs of others. Mademoiſelle Bearn, at. 
tempting to be witty, directed her badinage againſt 
Henri, who anſwered, becaufe he could not we]! 
avoid it, rather than from any inclination to notice 
her, whoſe livelinefs ſometimes amuſed, but whoſe 
eoneeit and infenfibility often diſguſted biw. 

The ſcheerfulneſs, with which Blanche rejoined 
Fe party, vaniſhed, on her reaching the margin 
of the fea; the paved with apprehenfion upon the 
Nr mene expanſe of waters, which, at a diſtance, 
the tad beheld only with detight and aſtoniſhment, 
undd it was by a ſtrong effort, that the ſo far over- 
Eine her fears as to follow her father into the boat. 

As the ently ſurveyed the vaſt horizon, bend- 
| ing round che diltant verge of the ocean, an emo- 
Fon of fublimeſt rapture ſtruggled to overcome a 
S$enſe of perfonat danger. A light breeze played 
on the water, and on the fitk awning of the boat, 
und waved the foliage of the receding woods, that 
#rowned the 2 many _ and which the 
Cd unt furveyed with the pride of conſcious perty, 
| he eye of taſte. 8 

At fore ciſtance, among theſe woods, Rood a 
paviſten, w which had onee been the ſcene of focal 
paicty, and which its ſituation ſtill made one of ro- 
KMantic beauty. Thitber the Count had ordered 
*offec and other refreſhments to be carried, and thi- 
'ther the failors now ſteered their courſe, following 
nl i round ers 72 pro · 
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story and circling bay; while the penſi ve tones of 
orns and other wind joftruments, played by the at- 
Ezendants in a diſtant boat, echoed among the rocks, 
7 ad died along the waves. Blanche had now ſub- 
a ber fears; a delightful tranquillity ſtole over 
+ mind, and held her in ſilence; and the was too 
eee even to remember the convent, or her for- 
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cnc felicity. 4 chi 
be Counteſs felt leſs unbappy than ſhe had 
ee, ſince the moment of her leaving Paris; for 
r mind was now under ſome degree of reſtraint; 
feared to indulge its wayward hugours, aud 
wen withed to recover the Count's goth opinion. 
bis family and, on the ſurrounding ſcene, he 
poked with tempered pl:aſure and benevolent ſatis- 
oon, while bis ſon exhibited the gay ſpirits of 
mouth, anticipating new delights, and regretleſs of 
bole that were paſſed. | 5 
| AltEr near an hour's rowing, the pazty landed, 
ad aſcended a little path, overgrown with vegeta- 


By ppeared the pavilion, which Blanche perceived, as 
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th rapture towards the ocean, ſeen beneath the 
ark folape, far below, and from thence upon the 
e woods, whoſe Glence and impenctrable gloom 
Iran emotions more ſolemn, but ſcarcelylz;s 
—— © „ 
pe ilon had been prepared, as far as was 
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Won. At 2 little diſtance from the point of thę 
Hes 


minence, within the ſhadowy xeceſs of the woods, 


| oed the Counteſs, ſhe often turned her exes- 


dollble,on a very ſhort notice, for tbe receptionof 

$ Viltors4 but the faded colours of its painted 

pallzand ceiling, and the. decayed drapery of ts 

pace: roagnificent furniture, declared how. Jong apt. "0 
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4 WW: ſorrows, a5 ſubjects of compariſon with her 
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caught 2 glimpſe of its portico between the 45 
bes, to be built of variegated marble. As be 
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tagonal form, the various landſcape. One window 


"+ 


mits of the Pyrenees; a third fronted an avenue, 


2 And a pictureſque part of its ruins were ſeen par- 


- and the others gave, in different points of view, the 


= br * to the ſhore and embarked and, the 


nymphs, bearing on their heads baſkets of living 
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had been neglected, and abandoned to the empire 
of the changing ſeaſons. While the party partook Wn 
of a collation of fruit and coffee, the horns, placed . 
in a diſtant part of the woods, where an echo ſweet. A 
ened and prolonged their melancholy tones, broke 1 . 
ſoftly on the ſtilneſs of the ſcæne. This ſpot ſeem. * 4 4 
ed to attract &ven the admiration of the Countel, 9 
or perhaps, it was merely the pleaſure of planning 
furniture and decorations, that madg her dwell ſo nl 
long on the neceſſity of repairing and adorning it; ſ 
- while the Count, never happier than when he ſaw Wn 
her mind engaged by natural and ſimple objects, 1 


acquieſced in all her deſigns, concerning the pavi- 
lion. The paintings on the walls and coved ceiling 
were to be renewed; the canopies and ſofas were to 
he of light green damaſk; marble ſtatues of wood. Wl 
flowers, were to adorn the receſſes between the win- 
dows, which deſcending to the ground, were to 
admit to every part of the room, and it was of oc- 


upon a'romantic glade, where the eye roved 
among woody receſſes, and the ſcene was bounded 
only by a lengthened pomp of groves; from anc- 
ther, the woods receding diſcloſed the diſtant ſum- 


beyond which the grey towers of Chareau-le-Blanc 


tially among the foliage ; -while a fourth gave, be- 
tween the trees, a glimpſe of the green paſtures and 
villages, that diverſify the banks of the Aude. 'The 
Mediterranean, with the bold cliffs, that overlooked 
its/ſhores, were the grand objects of a fifth window, 


wild ſcenery of the woods. 
After wandering, for ſome time, in theſe, the 


beau 


— 
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eauty of che evening tempting them to extend their 
Wxcurſion, they proceeded further up the bay. A 
Jad calm had ſucceeded the light breeze, that 
ted them bither, and the men took to their oars. 
ound, the waters were ſpread into one vaſt ex- 
ce of poliſhed mirror, reflecting the grey clifts 
ca feathery woods, that over-hung its ſurface, the 
cs of the weſtern horizon and the dark clouds, 
Wat came ſlowly fromythe caſt. Blanche loved to 


0 0 WD WR | 
Wc the dipping oars imprint the water, and to watch 
„e ſpreading circles they left, which gave a tremu- 


cos motion to the reflected landſcape, without de- 
oroying the harmony of its features. 1 Ca 
Above the darkneſs of the woods, her eye now 
ogut a cluſter of high towers, touched with the 
lendour of the ſetting rays ; and, ſoon after, the. 
orns being then ſilent, the heard the faint ſwell of; 
\. WE horal voices from a diſtance. . „3 oe» f 

What voices are thoſe, upon the air?“ ſaid the. 
ount, looking round, and liſtening, but the ſtrain, 


2E 


n ad ceaſed. It ſeemed to be a veſper-bymn,,. 
41 WAS bich I have often heard in. my convent,” - ſaid- 
blanche. | 


We are near the monaſtery, then,” obſeryved 
e Count ; and, the boat ſoon after doubling a 
iy head-land, the monaſtery of St. Claire appear- 
as, ſuddenly ſinking, form -d a low ſhore within 
mall bay, almoſt encircled with woods, among 
och partial features of the edifice were ſeen: . 
—_—_c great gate and gothic window of the hall, the 
iſters and the ſide of a chapel more remote; while. 
venerable arch, which had once led to a part of 
e ſabrie, now. demoliſhed ſtood a majeſtic ruin 
tacked. from the main building, beyond which 
ppeared a grand perſpective of the woods. On 
grey walls, the moſs had faſtened, and, round 
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ſeated near the margin of the ſea, where tge 
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the pointed windows of the chapel, the ivy and the 
briony hung in many a fantaſtic wreath. 
All without was ſilent and forſaken ; but, while 
Blanche gazed with admiration on this venerable 


pile, whoſe effect was heightened by the ſtrong 
lights and ſhadows thrown athwart it by a cloudy 
.- ſanſet, a found of many voices, flowly chanting, i 


aroſe from within. The Connt bade his men reſt 
on their oars. The monks were ſinging the hymn 
of veſpers, and ſome female voices mingled with the 
ſtrain, which roſe by ſoft degrees, til the high 


organ and the choral ſounds ſwelled into full and Wi 


ſolemn harmony. The ſtrain, foon after, dropped 
into ſudden ſilence, and was renewed in a low and 


fill more ſolemn key, till, at length, the holy cho- i 


ras died away, and was heard no more.—Blanche 
fipghed, tears trembled in her eyes, and her thought: 
ſeemed wafted with the ſounds to heaven. While 
à arapt ſtillneſs prevailed in the boat, a train of friars, 
and then of nuns, veiled in white, iſſued from the 


oloiſters, and paſſed, under the ſhade of the wood: Wi 


to the main body of the edifice. 


\ The Counteſs was the firſt of her party to awaken f 1 


dom this pauſe of filence. 


> © Theſe diſmal hymns and friars make one quit: WM 
melancholy,” ſaid the ; twilight is coming on; 
pray let us return, or it will be dark before we ge 


home. | 


The Count, looking up, now perceived, that t- 
twilight of evening was anticipated by an approach 
ing orm. In the eaſt a tempeſt was collecting 
a hearty gloom came on, oppoſing and contraſting th: 495 


glowing ſplendour of the ſetting ſun. The clamo- 
tous fea-fow! ſkimmed in fleet circles upon the (vr 


face of the ſea, dipping their light pinions in the bt: 
wave, as they fled away in ſearch of ſheker, Ti * 


boatmen pulled hard at their oars z but the thund! 


— 
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I, It now mattered at a diſtance, and the heavy 
eps, that began to dimple the water, made the 


unt determine to put back to the monaſtery for 
ner, and the courſe of the boat was immediately 
Deca. As the clouds approached the weſt, their 
id darkneſs changed to a deep ruddy glow, 
hich, by reflection, ſeemed to fire the tops of the 
ods and the ſhattered towers of the monaſtery 
The appearance of the heavens alarmed the 8 


Ke Ress and Mademoiſelle Bearn, whole expreſſions of 


Spprebenſion diſtreſſed the Count, and perplexed 


12 Fl is men; while Blanche continued filent, now: 


_ with fear, and now with admiration, 28 
he viewed the grandeur of the clouds, and their 
fect on the ſcenery, and liſtened to the long, long 


9 deals of thunder, that rolled through the air, 


: 4 


1 mediately diſembarked, and, having haftily — 


. 


i ! ler, the Count ſent a ſervant to announce his 


* We d, like berſelf, in black, and veiled in white. Ibe 
e of the abbeſs was, howewen: thrown half. back, 
nd diſcovered 2 countenance, whoſe chaſte digu _ 


The boat having reached the lawn before the mo 


rival, and to entreat ſhelter of the Superior, who, 


af oon alter, appeared at the great gate, attended by 
Several monks, while the ſervant returned with a 


lage, expreſſive at once of hoſpitality and pride, 
ut of pride diſguiſed in ſubmiſſton. The part 


dthelawn——for the ſhower was now heavy vert 


| ; Fa eceived at the gate by the Superior; who, as 6 
= ntcred, ſtretched forth his hands and gave his 
V 8 | #A . and they paſſed 1 into the great hall, where the 


ady abbeſs waited, attended by ſeveral nuns, cloth · 


vas tweetened by che ſmile of welcome, with hi 


Wt: 2ddrefied the Coumels, whom ſhe led; vim 
| 1 Blanche and Mademoiſelle Bearn, into the convent © 


eder while the Count and Henri were dona, 
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-'The Counteſs, fatigued and diſcontented, receiy- 
ed the politeneſs of the abbeſs with careleſs haugh- 
tineſs, and had followed her, with indolent ſteps, 


to the parlour, over which the painted caſements WW 
and wainſcot of larch-wood threw, at all times, a 
melancholy ſhade, and where the gloom. of Evening 1 


now loured almoſt to darkneſs. 


While the lady abbeſs. ordered refreſhment, and if 


converſed with the Counteſs, Blanche withdrew to 


a window, the lower panes of which, being with- . ii 


out painting, allowed her to obſerve the progreſs of 
the ſtorm over the Mediterranean, whoſe dark 
waves, that had ſo lately ſlept, now came boldly 
ſwelling, in long ſucceſſion, to the ſhore, where 
they burſt in white foam, and threw up a high 
ſpray over the rocks. A red ſulphureous tint over- 
ſpread the long line of clouds, that hung above the 
weſtern horizon, beneath whoſe dark ſkirts the ſun 
looking out, illumined the diſtant ſhores of Lan- 
guedoc, as well as the tufted ſummits of the nearer 
woods, and ſhed a partial gleam on the weſtern 
waves. The reſt of the ſcene was in deep gloom, 
except Where a ſun-beam, darting between the 
clouds, glanced on the white wings of the ſea-fowl, 
that circled high among them, or touched the ſwel- 
+ ling ſail of a veſſel, which was ſeen labouring in the 
ſtorm. Blanche, for ſome time, anxiouſly watched 
the progreſs of the bark, as it threw the waves in 
foam around it, and as the lightnings flaſhed, looked 


i #0 the opening heavens, with many a ſigh for the 


fate of the poor mariners. 

| The ſun, at length, ſet, and the heavy clouds, 
which had long impended, dropped over the. ſplen- 
dour of his courſe; the veſſel, however, was yet 
dimly ſeen, and Blanche continued to obſerve. it, 
till the quick ſucceſſion of flaſhes, lighting up the 
gloom of the whole horizon, warned her to . 

rom 


(8 ) 


m the window, and ſhe joined the Abbeſs, who, 
ing exhauſted all her topics of converſation with 
© Counteſs, had now leiſure to notice her. 
WB ut their diſcourſe was interrupted by tremen- 
Ius peals of thunder; and the bell of the monaſ- 
con after ringing out, ſummoned the inhabit- 
” Fr prayer. As Blanche paſſed the windows, 
e gave another look to the ocean, where, by the 
SH omentary flaſh, that illumined the vaſt body of 
e e waters, ſhe diſtinguiſhed the veſſel ſhe had ob- 
red before, amidſt a ſea of foam, breaking the 
ino, the maſt now bowing to the waves, and 
een riſing high in air. 

_ $hc ſighed fervently as ſhe gazed, and then fol- 
owed the Lady Abbeſs and the Counteſs to the 
papel. Meanwhile, ſome of the Count's ſervants, 
Having gone by land to the chateau for carriages, 
eeturned ſoon after veſpers had concluded, when, the 
ſtorm being ſomewhat abated, the Count and his 
Sgamily returned home. Blanche was ſurpriſed to 
cover how much the windings of the ſhore had 
eceived her, concerning the diſlance of the chateau 
om the monaſtery, whoſe veſper bell ſhe had 
card, on the preceding evening, from the windows 
RS the weſt ſaloon, and whoſe towers ſhe would 
ſo have ſeen from thence, had not twilight veiled 
dem. „ — | 
0g their arrival at the chateau, the Countels, 
eaing more fatigue, than ſhe really felt, with- 
e to her apartment, and the Count, with his 
oghter and Henri, went to the ſupper-room, 
bere they had not been long, when they heard, in 
bauſe of the guſt, a firing of guns, which the 
ount 1 to be ſignals of diſtreſs from 
. me veſſel in the ſtorm, went to a window, that 
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| doubled; but, though 
= away, che fancied, as the lightnings glanced, thiat 


( 64) 
and the loud howlings of the tempeſt had 
again overcome every other ſound. Blanche, remem- 
bering the bark, which ſhe. had before ſeen, now 
joined her father, with trembling anxiety. In a few 
moments, the report of guns was again borne along 
the wind, and as ſuddenly. wafted away; a tre- 
mendous burſt of thunder followed, and, in the 
flaſh that had preceded it, and which ſeemed to i 
quiver over the hole ſur face of the waters, a veſſe!l . 
was diſcovered, tolling amidſt the white foam of the 
waves at ſome diſtance from the ſhore. Impenetra- 
ble darkneſs again involved the ſoene, but ſoon a 
ſecond flaſh ſhewed the bark, with one fail unfurled, 
driving towards the coaſt. Blanche hung upon her 
father's arm, with looks full of the agony of united 
terror and pity, which were unneceſſary to awaken 
the heart of the Count, who gazed upon the ſea 
with a piteous expreſſion, and, percciving, that no 
boat could live in the ſtorm, forbore to lend one; 
but he gave orders to his people to carry torches out 
upon the cliffs, hoping they might prove a kind of 
beacon to the veſſel, or, at leaſt, warn the crew of 
the rocks they were approaching. While Henri 
went out to direct on what part of the cliffs the 
lights ſhould appear, Blanche remained, with her 
father, at the window, catching, every now and 
then, as the lightnings flaſhed, a glimpſe of the veſ- 
ſel z and the ſoon ſaw, with reviving hope, the 
torches flaming on the blackneſs of night, and, as 
they waved over the cliffs, caſting a red gleam on 
the ing billows. When the firing of guns was Wl 
repeated, the torches were toſſed high in the air, as 
if anſwering the ſignal, and the firing was then re- 
the wind bore the ſound 


. 
* 


1 


hore. 


chr veſſel was much nearer 
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= The Count's ſervants were now ſeen, running to 
ro, on the rocks; ſome venturing almoſt to the 
Wot of the crags, and bending over, held out their 
Wchcs faſtened to long poles ; while others, whoſe 
Ws could be traced only by the courſe of the lights, 
ended the ſteep and dangerous path, that wound 
be mergin of the ſea, and, with loud halloos, 
eie the mariners, whoſe ſhrill whiſtle, and then 
ebe voices, were heard, at intervals, mingling 
ith the ſtorm. Sudden ſhonts from the people 
we rocks increaſed the anxiety of Blanche to an 
noſt intolerable degree: but her ſuſpenſe, con- 
rning the fate of the mariners, was ſcon over, 
eien Henri, running breathleſs into the room, 
i that the veffel was anchored in the bay below, 
t in ſo ſhattered — that it was feared 
e would part before the crew could diſembark. 
be Count immediately gave orders for his own 
ate to aſſiſt in bringing them to ſhore, and that 
5 of theſe unfortunate ſtrangers as could not be 
aoeommodated in the adjacent hamlet ſhould be 
entertained at the chateau. Among the latter, 


8 
* 


nico and Annette, who, having embarked at Leg- 
Vorn and reached Marſeilles, were from thence 
. _—_—— of Lyons, when this ſtorm over- 
24 4 WC 


0 em. They were received by the Count 
a his uſual benignity, who, though Emi 

Rc to have proceeded immediately to the mo- 
_—_cry of St. Claire, would not allow her to leave 
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ntted her to go farther. 


oe by name to the Count's famuly, whoſe hob 
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b, S.. Aubert, Monfeur Do Pont, La- 


e chateau, that night; and, indeed, the terror 
| fatipue ſhe had ſuffered would ſcarcely have 
in Monkeur Du Pont the Count diſcovered an 
_ cquantance, and much joy and congratulation 
eil between them, after which Emily was intro» _ 


pitable 3 


＋ 1 


(66 ) 3 
- Pitable benevolence diſſipated the little embarraſſ. 1 z 
ment, which her ſituation had occafioned her, and 
the party were ſoon ſeated at the ſupper-table, 
The unaffected kindneſs of Blanche and the lively 
joy ſhe expreſſed on the eſcape of the lumen; 1 
for whom her pity had been ſo much intereſted, 
gradually revived Emily's languid ſpirits ; and Du 
Pont, relieved from his terrors for her and for 
himſelf, felt the full contraſt, between his late ſitu. Wl 
ation on a dark and tremendous ocean; and his 
reſent one,. in a cheerful manſion, where he was 
urrounded with plenty, elegance and ſmiles of 
welcome. 5 
Annette, meanwhile, in the ſervants' hall, was 
telling of all the dangers ſhe had encountered, and 
congratulating herſelf ſo heartily upon her own and 
Ludovico's eſcape, and on her preſent comforts, 
that ſhe often made all that part of the chateau 
ring with merriment and laughter. Ludovico 
ſpirits were as gay as her own, but he had diſcre- 
tion enough to reſtrain them, and tried to check 
hers, though in vain, till her laughter, at length, 
aſcended to my /ady's chamber, who ſent to enquire Wan 
what occahoned ſo much uproar in the chateau, Wn 
and to command filence; © | by: oct: 
Emily withdrew early to ſeek the repoſe ſhe ſo 
much required, but her pillow was long a ſleepleſs nn 
one. On this her return to her native country, 
many intereſting remembrances were awakened; nel 
all the events and ſufferings ſhe had experienced, al 
ſince ſhe quitted it, came in long ſucceſſion to her 
fancy, and were chaſed only by the image of V+ 
lancourt, with whom to believe herſelf once more 
in the ſame land, after they had been ſo long, and 
fo diſtantly ſeparated, gave her emotions of inde- 
ſeribable joy, but which afterwards yielded to 
anxiety and apprehenſion, when DE. the 
e long 
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eg period that had elapſed, ſince any letter had 
cd between them, and how much might have 
yppened in this interval to affect her future peace. 
e the thought, that Valancourt might be now no 
re, or, if living, might have forgotten her, 
— ſo very terrible to her heart that ſhe would 
rely ſuffer herſelf to pauſe upon the poſſibility. 
e determined to inform him, on the following. 
, of her arrival in France, which it was ſcarce] 


emble he could know but by a letter from herſelf, 
c, after ſoothing her ſpirits with the hope of 
on hearing, that he was well, and unchanged in 
is affections, ſhe, at length, ſunk to repoſe... 
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« Of woo'd the gleam of Cynthia, filver-bright, 
In cloiſters dim, far from the haunts of folly, 
With ſreedom by my fide, and foft-cy'd melancholy.” 
Gra: 


Tur Lady Blanche was ſo much intereſted for 
Emily, that, upon hearing ſhe was going to re- 
fide in the neighbouring convent, ſhe requeſted the 
Count would invite her to lengthen ber ſtay at the 
chateau. And you know, my dear ſir,“ added 
Blanche, * how delighted I ſhall be with ſuch a 
companion ; for, at preſent, I have no friend to 
walk, or to read with, ſince Mademoiſelle Bearn 
is my mamma's friend only.” 

The Count ſmiled at the youthful ſimplicity, 
with which his daughter yielded to firſt impreſſions; 
and, though he choſe to warn her of their dayger, 
he filently applauded the benevolence, that could 
thus readily expand in confidence to a ſtranger. 
He had obſerred Emily, with attention, on the 
8 evening, and was as much pleaſed with 

er, as it was polhble he could be with any perſon, 


on ſo ſhort an acquaintance. The mention, made 


of her by Monſ. Du Pont, had alfo given him a 
favourable impreſſion of Emily; but, extremely 
cautious as to thoſe, whom he introduced to the 


intimacy of his daughter, he determined, on hear- 
1F + BP =, of wg 
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6 that the former was no ſtranger at the convent 


f St. Claire, to viſit the abbeſs, and, if her ac- 
WEÞount correſponded with his wiſh, to invite Emaity 


e was influenced by a conſideration of the Lady 
DB lache's welfare, ſtill more than by either a with 
—o oblige her, or to befriend the orphan Emily, 
er whom, however, he felt conſiderably inte- 
Wrelſted. | 
on the following morning, Emily was too much 
= fatigued to appear; but Monſ. Du Pont was at the 
= breakfaſt-table, when the Count entered the room, 
who preſſed him, as his former acquaintance, and 
the ſon of a very old friend, to prolong his ſtay at 
the chateau; an invitation, which Du Pont wil- 
lingly accepted, ſince it would allow him to be near 
Emily; and, though he was not conſcious of en- 
couraging a hope, that ſhe would ever return his at- 
feckion, he had not fortitude enough to attempt, 
at preſent, to overcome it. 
Emily, when the was ſomewhat recovered, wan- 
dered with her new friend over the grounds be- 
longing to the chateau, as much delighted with the 
ſurrounding views, as Blanche, in the benevolence 
of her heart, had wiſhed ; from thence ſhe. per- 
ceived, beyond the woods, the towers of the mo- 
naſtery, and remarked, that it was to this'convent 
the deſigned to go. | 
* Ab? ſaid Blanche with ſurpriſe, Jam but 


one? If you could know what pleaſuxe I ſcel in 
wandering here, at liberty, —and in ſeeing the fy 
and the fields, and the woods all round me, I 
think you would not, Emily, ſmiling at the 
warmth, with which the Lady Blanche ſpoke, 


# xconvent for life. 5 8 F 
2 - & Ng, 


> paſs ſome time at the chateau. On this ſubjecl, 


Juſt releaſed from a convent, and would you go in 


obſerved, that ſhe. did not mean to. confine heriglt- 


1 * 
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No, you may not intend it now, ſaid Blanche; 
© but you do not know to what the nuns may per- 
Tuade you to conſent : I know how kind they will 
appear, and how happy, for I have ſeen too much 
of their art. | 

When they returned to the chateau, Lady 
Blanche conducted Emily to her favourite turret, 
and from thence they rambled through the ancient 
chambers, which Blanche had viſited before. Emi- 
ly was amuſed by obſerving the ſtructure of theſe 
apartments, and the faſhion of their old but ſtil 
magnificent furniture, and by comparing them with 
thoſe of the caſtle of Udolpho, which were yet 
more antique and groteſque. She was alſo intereſt- 
ed by Dorothée the houſe-keeper, who attended 
them, whoſe appearance was almoſt as antique aq 
the objects around her, and who ſeemed no leſs in- 
terelted by Emily, on whom ſhe frequently gazed 
with ſo much deep attention, as ſcareely to hear 
what was ſaid to her. | 

While Emily looked from one of the caſements, 
ſhe perceived, with ſurpriſe, ſome objects, that 
were familiar to her memory ;—the fields and 
woods, with the gleaming brook, which ſhe had 
paſſed with La Voiſin, one evening, ſoon after the 
death of Monſieur St. Aubert, in her way from 
the "monaſtery to her cottage ; and ſhe now knew 
this to be the chateau, which he had then avoided, 
and concerning which he had dropped ſome re- 
markable hints. 8 

Shocked by this diſcovery, yet ſcarcely knowing 
why, the muſed for ſome time in filence, and re- 
membered the emotion, which her father had be- 
trayed on finding himſelf ſo near this manſion, and 
ſome other circumſtances of his conduct, that now 
greatly intereſted her. The muſic, too, which ſhe 

d formerly heard, and, reſpecting which La yr 
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= had given ſuch an odd account, occurred to her, 
a4, delirous of knowing more concerning it, ſhe 
ed Dorothée whether it returned at midnight, as 
Wal, and whether the muſician had yet been diſ- 
ered. 

Les, ma' amſelle,“ replied Dorothée, that 
fic is {till heard, but the muſician has never 
en found out, nor ever will, I believe; though 
ere are ſome people, who can gueſs.” 

© Indeed?” ſaid Emily, © then why do they not 

Wrſue the enquiry ?” | 
Ab, young lady ! enquiry enough has been 

Wade—but who can purſue a ſpirit ” 

Emily ſmiled, and, remembering how lately ſhe 
Wd ſuftered herſelf to be led away by ſuperſtition, 
termined now to reſiſt its contagion 3 yet, in 
ite of her efforts, ſhe felt awe mingle with her 
rioſity, on this ſubject; and Blanche, who had 
cherto liſtened in ſilence, now enquired what this 
uſic was, and how long it had been heard. Ss 
Ever ſince the death of my lady, madam,” re- 
cd Dorothée. 

Why, the place is not haunted, ſurely ?“ ſaid 
anche, between jeſting and ſeriouſneſs. 

1 have heard that muſic almoſt ever ſince my 
rr lady died,“ continued Dorothée, and never 
ore then. But that is nothing to ſome things I 
— tell of.” 93 
Do, pray, tell them, then,” ſaid Lady Blanche, 

more in earneſt than in jeſt. I am much 
5 ereſted, for I have heard alter Henrietta, and 
's ter Sophie, in the convent, tell of ſuch ſtrange 
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e ance, which they themſelves had Wit⸗ 
d ed Y. WE 

£ Tou never heard, my lady, I ſuppoſe; what 
5 de us leave the chateau, and go and live ina 
coe, 26 


oth © BY 


cottage,” ſaid Dorothée. Never ' replied Blanche i 
with impatience. N 
Nor the reaſon, that my lord, the Marquis 
Dorothée checked berſelf, elitated, and then en 
deavoured to change the topic; but the cutioht 'Y 
Blanche was too much awakened to ſuffer the {ub 
je thus eaſily to eſcape her, and ſhe preſſed te 4 
old-houſe-keeper to proceed with her account, upo 
whom, however, no entreaties could prevail; au 
it was evident, that ſhe was alarmed for the in. 
1 into which ſhe had already betrayed her 
ſel 70 

© ] perceive, ſaid Emily, ſmiling, that al 
old manſions are haunted 3' I am lately come fro 
a place of wonders ; but unluckily, ſince I leſt i 
I have heard almoſt all of them explained. 

Blanche was ſilent ; Dorothee looked grave, an 
ſighed; and Emily ſelt berſelf ſtill inclined to be 
lieve more of the wonderful, than ſhe choſe to as 
knowledge. Juſt then, ſhe remembered the ſpecta 
cle ſhe had witneſſed in a chamber of Udolpho 
and, by an odd kind of coincidence, the alarmin; 
words, that had accidentally met her eye in ll 
NMS. papers, which ſhe had deſtroyed, in obedien«W 
to the command of her father; and ſhe ſhudder 

at the meaning they ſeemed to import, almoſt 
much as at the horrible appearance, diſcloſed by 
the black veil. 

The Lady Blanche, meanwhile, unable to pre 
vail with Dorothée to explain the ſubject of be 
late hints, had deſired, on reaching the door, tha 
terminated the gallery, and which ſhe found fa 
tened on the preceding day, to ſee the ſuite d 
rooms beyond. Dear young lady, ſaid the 
houſekeeper, I haye told you my reaſon for nd 
opening them; I have never ſeen them, ſince of 


"Tap lady died; and it would go hard with my 
ee 
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chem now. Pray, madam, do not aſk me 
ain.“ f | | 
YL 2 Certainly I will not,“ replied Blanche, if 
eis really your objeCtion.”” 
Alas! it is, ſaid the old woman: * we all 
ed her well, and I ſhall always grieve for her. 
eie runs round ! it is now many years, ſince ſhe 
4: but I remember every thing, that happened 
en, as if it was but yelterday. Many things, 
at have paſſed of late Jears, are gone quite from 
memory, while thoſe ſo long ago, I can fee as 
ina glaſs. She pauſed, but afterwards, as they 
Walked up the gallery, added of Emily, This 


8 


"Dung lady ſometimes brings the late Marchionéſs 


my mind; I can remember, when ſhe looked 
tt as blooming, and very like her, when ſhe. 
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ies. Poor lady! how gay ſhe was, when ſhe 
rt came to the chateau ! RE 
And was ſhe not gay, afterwards ””  - ſaid 
anche, Lo 
Dorothée ſhook her head; and Emily obſerved 
r, with eyes {ſtrongly expreſhve of the intereſt ſhe 
felt. Let us fit down in this window,” faid / 


Ace Lady Blanche, on reaching the oppoſite end of 
rel > gallery: and pray, Dorothee, if it is not 
t inful to you, tell us ſomething more about the 


archioneſs. I ſhould like to look into the glats > 
ſpoke of juſt now, and ſee a few. of. the cir- 54 J | 
ſtances, which you ſay often paſs over it.. b, 
No, my lady,“ replied Dorothée; * if you ; | 
as much as I do, you would not, for dun "8 
uld. find there a diſmal train of them; I oſten 72 


ible ſcene 
Vor, III. 


could ſhut them out, but they will xiſe to mx LY 
the d. I ſee my dear lady on her death bed her * 
not ock, —and remember all ſhe laid —it was a * of 
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35 ſuch friendly fincerity, that, though ſhe much 


( 94) 


_* Why was it ſo terrible?“ ſaid Emily with 
emotion. ind 

© Ah, dear young lady! is not. death always 
terrible!“ replied Dorothee. 1 

To ſome further enquiries of Blanche Dorothee 
was filent; and Emily, obſerving the tears in her 
eyes, forbore to urge the ſubject, and endeavoured Wil 
to withdraw the attention of her young friend to 
ſome object in the gardens, where the Count, with 
the Counteſs and Monſieur Du Pont, appearing, 
they went down to join them. 

When he perceived Emily, he advanced to meet 
her, and preſented her to the Counteſs, in a man- 
ner ſo benign, that it recalled moſt powerfully to 
her mind the idea of her late father, and ſhe felt 
more gratitude to him, than embarraſſment towards 
the Counteſs, 'who, however, received her with 
one of thoſe faſcinating ſmiles, which her caprice 
ſometimes allowed her to aſſume, and which were 
now the reſult of a converſation the Count had 
held with her, concerning Emily. Whatever this 
might be, or whatever had paſſed in his converſa- 
tion with the lady abbeſs, whom be had juſt vi- 
ſited, eſteem and kindneſs were ſtrongly apparent 
in his manner, when he addreſſed Emily, who ex- 
perienced that ſweet emotion, which ariſes from 
the conſciouſneſs of poſſeſſing the approbation of 
the good ; for to the Connt's worth ſhe had been 
inclined to yield her confidence almoſt from the 

flüirſt moment, in which ſh#. had ſeen him. 
HBeefore ſhe could finiſh her acknowledgments for 
'the hoſpitality ſhe had received, and mention her 
deſign of going immediately to the convent, ſhe 
. was, interrupted by an invitation to lengthen her 
Ray at the chateau, which was preſſed by the 
Count and the Counteſs, with an appearance of 


wiſhed 


_ 
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ga co ſee her old friends at the monaſtery, and 
_— ſy, once more, over her father's grave, ſhe 
naſented to remain a ſew days at the chateau. 


be received into the convent, as a boarder; ſhe 
Wo ſentletters to Monſieur Queſnel and to Valan- 
ort, whom ſhe merely informed of her arrival in 
lance; and, as ſhe knew not where the latter 
eight be ſtationed, ſhe directed her letter to his 
ccher's ſcat in Gaſcony. 

ln the evening, Lady Blanche and Monſ. Du 
ont walked with Emily to the cottage of La Voi- 


atching ſome of his grand-children, playing on 
ports. He immediately recollected Emily, whom 


Woiced to hear, that he had not loſt one of his 
WWamily, ſince her departure. | 


© Yes, ma'amſelle,” ſaid the old man, we all 


anguedoc, than ours,” 


ottage. 


Lo the abbeſs, however, ſhe immediately wrote, 
hl Wentioning her arrival in Languedoc, and her wiſh 


a, which ſhe had now a melancholy pleaſure in 
proaching, for time had ſoftened her grief for 
ie loſs of St. Aubert, though it could not annibhi- 
ee it, and ſhe felt a ſoothing ſadneſs in indulging. - 
obe recollections, which this ſcene recalled. Ia 
WV oifin was ſtill living, and ſeemed to enjoy, as 
ch as formerly, the tranquil evening of a blame- 
ls life. He was fitting at the door of his cottage, 


he graſs before him, and, now and then, with a 
augh, or a commendation, encouraging their 


We was much pleaſed to ſee, and the was as re- 


Wive merrily together ſtill, thank God! and I be- | 
eve there is not a happier family to be found in 


Emily did not truft herſelf in the chamber, where 
dt, Aubert died; and, after half an hour's conver- +. 
ion with La Voiſin and his family, ſhe left the ; 7:5 


E 2. During 


6760 


| During theſe the firſt days of her ſtay at Cha- 
teau-le-Blanc, ſhe was often affected, by obſerving 
the deep, but filent melancholy, which, at times, 


ſtole over Du Pont; and Emily, pitying the felf MW 
delufion, which diſarmed him of the will to depart, Wi 
determined to withdraw herſelf as ſoon. as the re. A 


ſpect ſhe owed the Count and Counteſs. De Ville. 


fort would permit. The dejection of his friend * 


ſoon alarmed the anxiety of the Count, to whom 
Du Pont, at length, confided the ſecret. of his 
hopeleſs affection, which, however, the former 
could only. commiſerate, though he ſecretly. deter- 
mined to befriend his ſuit, if an opportunity of 
doing fo ſhould ever occur, Conſidering the dan- 
gerous ſituation of Du Pont, he but fecbly op- 
poſed his intention of leaving Chateau-le-Blanc, 


on the following day, but drew from him a pro- 


miſe of a longer viſit, when he could return with 
ſafety to his peace. Emily berſelf, though ſhe 
could not encourage his affection, eſteemed him 
both for the many virtues he poſſeſſed; and for 
the ſervices ſne had received from him; and it 
was not without tender emotions of gratitude and 
Pity, that ſhe now ſaw. him depart, for his family 
ſeat in Gaſcony; while he took leave of her with a 
countenance ſo expreſſive of love and grief, as to 
intexeſt the Count more warmly in his cauſe than 
before. | 5 

In a few days. Emily alſo left the chateau, but 
not before the Count and Counteſs had received her 
promiſe to repeat her viſit very ſoon; and ſhe wa 
welcomed by the abbeſs, with the ſame maternal 
kindneſs ſhe had formerly experienced, and by the 
nuns, EO ae eee of regard. The well 


known ſcenes of the convent occaſioned her many! 


melancholy recolleCtions, but with theſe were min 
- gled others, that inſpired gratitude for having 4 
| 0 | cape 


1 


poed the various dangers, that had purſued her, 
ce ſhe quitted it, and for the good, which ſne 

t poſſeſſed ; and, though ſhe once more wept 
er her father's' grave, with tears of tender af- 
tion, her grief was ſoftened from its former 
uteneſs. | | 
Some time after her return to the monaſtery, 
ee received a letter from her uncle, Monſ. Queſ- 
e in anſwer to information that ſhe had arrived 
France, and to her enquiries, concerning ſuch of 
cr affairs as he had undertaken to conduct durin 

er abſence, eſpecially as to the period for which 
Vallée had been let, whither it was her wiſh to 
eturn, if it ſhould appear, that her income would 
dermit her to do fo. The reply of Monſ. Quet- 
el was cold and formal, as ſhe expected, ex- 
dreſſing neither concern for the evils ſhe ſuffered, 
or pleaſure, that ſhe was now removed from 
Whem ; nor did he allow the opportunity to paſs, 
f reproving her for her rejection of Count Mo- 
ano, whom he affected ſtill to believe a man of 
onour and fortune; nor of vehemently declaim- 
ng againſt Montoni, to whom he had always, till 
ow, felt himſelf to be inferior. On Emily's pe- 
uniary concerns, he was not very explicit; he in- 
ormed her, however, that the term, for which La 
allee had been engaged, was nearly expired; but, 
vithout inviting her to his own houſe, added, that 
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put er circumſtances would by no means allow her to 
ger eſide there, and earneſtly adviſed her to remain, 
125 or the preſent, in the convent of St. Claire. 

nal To her enquiries, reſpecting poor old Thereſa, 
the er late father's ſervant, he gave no anſwer, In 


el. e poſtſcript to his letter, Monſieur Queſnel men- 
nj ned M. Motteville, in whoſe hands the late St. 
* Nubert had placed the chief of his perſonal pro- 


erty, as being likely to arrange his affairs nearly 


("IE 3 


to the ſatisfaction of his creditors, ' and that Emily 
would recover much more of her fortune, than 
ſhe had formerly reaſon to expect. The letter alſo nn 
incloſed to Emily an order upon a merchant at 
Narbonne, for a ſmall ſum of money. Ry; 

The tranquillity of the monaſtery, and the li. 6 
berty ſhe was ſuffered to enjoy, in wandering 1 # 
among the woods and ſhores of this delightful 
province, gradually reſtored her ſpirits to their na. 
tural tone, except that anxiety would ſometimes 
intrude, concerning Valancourt, as the time ap- 
proached, when it was poſhble that ſhe might re. 
ceive an anſwer to her letter. 
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CHAP V; 


« As when a wave, that from a cloud impends, 
And; ſwell'd with tempeits, on the ſhip deſcends, 
White are the decks with foam ; the winds alou'l 
Howl o'er the maſts, and ſing through ev'ry fhrouc. : 
Pale, trembling, tir'd, the ſailors freeze with care, 
And inſtant death on ev'ry wave appears.“ — 
Por zx'e Eexky. 


HE Lady Blanche, meanwhile, who was leſt 
och alone, became impatient for the company of 
er new friend, whom ſhe wiſhed to obſerve ſharing 
Wn the delight ſhe received from the beautiful ſcen- 
ry around. She had now no perſon, to whom ſhe 
ould expreſs her admiration and communicate her 
leaſures, no eye, that ſparkled to her ſmile, or 
untenance, that reflected her happineſs : and ſhe 
ecame ſpiritleſs and penſive. Fhe Count, obſerv- 
cg ber diſſatisfaction, readily yielded to her entrea- 
es, and reminded Emily of her promiſed viſit ; but 
e lilence of Valancourt, which was now prolong- 
far beyond the period, when a letter might have 
rired from Eſtuviere, oppreſſed Emily with fe- 
ee anxiety, and rendering her averſe to ſociety, 
be would willingly have deferred her acceptance 
© this invitation, till her ſpirits ſhould be relieved. 
he count and his family, however, preſſed to ſee 
and as the circumſtances, that prompted her 
ih for ſolitude, could not be explained, there was 
appearance of caprice in her refuſal, which ſhe 

| | could 
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could not perſevere in, without offending the 


therefore, ſhe returned upon a ſecond viſit to Cha. Wn 


chateau, without receiving intelligence of him, and, 


2 Again the would conſider of all that might have 
"happened in the long period, ſince her farſt ſeclu- 


overwhelmed with an apprehenſion, that V alan- 
court Was no more, or that he lived no longer for 


( 8 ) 


friends, whoſe eſteem ſhe valued. At length, 


teau-le-Blanc. Here the friendly manner of Count ny 
De Villefort encouraged Emily to mention to him 
her ſituation, reſpecting the eſtates of her late aunt, nl 
and to conſult him on the means of recovering 
them. He had little doubt, that the law would 
decide in her favour, and adviſing her to apply to 
it, offered firſt to write to an advocate at Avignon, 
on whoſe opinion he thought he could rely. His 
kindneſs was gratefully accepted by Emily, who, 
ſoothed by the courteſy ſhe daily experienced, 
would have been once more happy, could ſhe have 
been aſſured of Valancourt's welfare and unaltered 
affection. She had now been above a week at the 


though ſhe knew, that, it he was abſent from his 
brother's reſidence, it was ſcarcely probable her 
letter had yet reached him, the could not farbear to 
admit doubts and fears, that deſtroyed her peace. 


nion at Udolpho, and her mind was ſometimes ſo 


ker, that the company even of Blanche became in- 
tolerably oppreſſive, and ſhe would fit alone in her 
anartment for hours together, when the engage- 
ments of the family allowed her to do ſo, without 
incivility. | 

In one of. theſe ſolitary hours, ſhe unlocked a lit- 
tle box, which contained ſome letters of Valancourt, 
with ſome drawings ſhe had - ſketched, during her 
ſtay in Tuſcany, the latter of which were no longer 
intereſting to her; but, in the letters, the now, 
with melancholy indulgence, meant to 'retrace the 
| tenderneſs, 
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eaaderneſs, that had fo often ſg6thed her, and ren- 
red her, for a moment, ini{enfible of the diſtance, 
Which ſeparated her from the writer. But their 
St was now changed; the affection they ex- 
refed appealed ſo forcibly to her heart, when ſhe 
Son idered that it had, perhaps yielded to the pow- 


rough the firſt ſhe had opened, and ſat muſing, 
ith ber cheek reſting on her arm, and tears 
eealing from her eyes, when old Dorothée entered 
oe room to inform her, that dinner would be 
eady, an hour before the uſual time, Emily 
arted on perceiving her, and haſtily put up the 
apers, but not before Dorothee bad obſerved 
Woth her agitation and her tears. | 

Ah, ma'amſelle ſaid ſhe, * you, who are fo 
young, —hbave you reaſon for ſorrow 7? 


i Emily tried to ſmile, but was unable to ſpeak... 

. © Alas! dear young lady, when you come to my 
. age, you will not weep at trifles; and furely you 
„we nothing ſerious to grieve you“ 
X No, Dorothée, nothing of any conſequence,” 
6 replied Emily. Dorothée, now ſtooping to pick 


up ſomething, that had dropped from among the 


Ws it | ſee P-and then, trembling, ſat down in a 
Chair that ſtood by the table. _ | de 
© What is it you do ſee ?? ſaid Emily, alarmed 

by her manner, and looking round the room... 
© It is herſelf,” ſaid Dorothée, her very ſelf! 

joſt as ſhe looked a little before ſhe died P 


that Dorothee was ſeized with ſudden phrealy, but 
entreated her to explain herſelf. fm 
bat picture " 

It lady? it is my bleſſed miſtreſs herſelf !? - 


1 rs of time and abſence, and even the view of 
ee band writing recalled To many painful ,recol- 
Sections, that ſhe found herſelf unable to go 


er, ſuddenly exclaimed, © Holy Mary ! what | 


Emily, ſtill more alarmed, began now to Tear, 


ſaid The, © where did you Hd. 
3 ey Se 


. 
. 
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had long ago found among the papers her father 
had enjoined her to deſtroy, and over which ſhe 


= 


She laid on the table the miniature, which Emily 


had once ſeen him ſhed ſuch tender and affect. 


ing tears; and, recollect ing all the various circum. 


her emotions increaſed to an exce 
trembled to have anſwered, and ſhe could only 9 
ture reſembled the late Marchioneſs. 
ſtrike me fo, the inſtant 1 ſaw it, if it was not 
"my lady's likeneſs? AhP added ſhe, taking up 
very look, ſuch as I have often ſeen it, when 


the tears would often ſteal down her cheeks— 


break my heart and make me love her ſo? 


 —it is not a common one.” 


with which the picture had been found, and had 


- conceal, Her curioſity, concerning the Marchio. 
- neſs, Ae as it was, it is probable ſhe would 
now 
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which de- 


| 
] 

ſtances of his conduQ, that had long 1 her, x ö 

8 

prived her of all power to aſk the queſtions ſhe 


enquire, whether Dorothee was certain the pic- 


© ©, ma' amſelle ſaid ſhe, how came it to 


the miniature, theſe are her own blue eyes— 
looking ſo ſweet and ſo mild; and there is her 


ſhe had ſat thinking for a long while, and then, 


but ſhe never would complain ! It was that lock 
ſo meek, as it were, and reſigned, that uſed to 


Dorothée] faid Emily folemnly, * I am inte- 
reſted in the cauſe of that grief, more ſo, per- 
haps, than you may imagine; and I intreat, that 
you wilt no longer refuſe to indulge- my curioſity; 


As Emily faid this, ſhe remembered the papers, 


ſcarcely a doubt, that they bad concerned the Mar- 
chioneſs de Villeroi ! but with this ſuppoſition came 
a rople, whether the ought to inquire further 
on a ſubject, which might prove to be the ſame, 
that her father had ſo carefully endeavoured 1 


ave reſiſted, as ſhe had formerly done, on 
| E354 unwar!! 


4, 


WE warily: obſerving the few terrible words in the 
WWapecrs, which had never ſince been eraſed from her 
Se mory, had ſhe been certain that the hiſtory of 
Bat lady was the ſubject of thoſe papers, or that 
Wh fmple particulars only as it was probable. 
rothse could relate were included in her father's 
Smmand.. What was known to her could be no 
ret to many other perſons; and ſince it appeared. 
ry unlikely, that St. Aubert ſhould attempt to 
Snceal what Emily might learn by ordinary means, 
e eat length aches that, if « & papers had re- 
ed to the ſtory of the Marchioneſs, it was not 
oſe circumſtances of it, which Dorothee could 
? ccloſe, that he had thought ſufficiently important 
WD wiſh. to have concealed. She, therefore, no 
Wnger heſitated to make the enquiries, that might. 
ad to the gratification of her curioſity. 
Ah, ma/amſclle !”. ſaid Dorothée, Sit is a fad. 
ory, and cannot be told now: but what am I ſay- 
g? I never will tell it. Many years have paſſed, 
Ynce it happened; and I never loved to talk of the 
larchioneſs to any body, but my huſband. He 
ed in the family, at that time, as well as myſelf, 
Ind he knew many particulars from me, which 
obody elſe did; for I was about the perſon of my 
dy in her laſt illneſs, and ſaw and heard as much, 
more than my lord himſelf. Sweet faint ! how 
Watient ſhe was! When ſhe died, I thought I could 
Wave died with her!“ 
Dorothée, ſaid Emily, interrupting her, 
what you ſhall tell, you may depend upon it 
all never be diſcloſed by me. I have, I repeat it, 
articular reaſons for wiſhing to be informed on this 
abject, and am willing to bind myſelf, in the moſt 
plemn manner, never to mention what you ſhall 
ih me to conceal” Or 


u manner, and, after regarding her fox fome- 
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Dorothee ſeemed ſurpriſed at the earneſtneſs o. R 
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Dorothée's conſent.-- 
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moments, in ſtlence, ſaid, © Young lady? that look 
of yours pleads for you—it is ſo like my dear mil. 
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trefſs's, that I can almoſt fancy I ſee her before me; 
if you were her daughter, you could not remind me 'Y wy 
of her more. But dinner will be teady—had you Eo 1 
not better go down! x 

© You will firſt promiſe to grant my requeſt, nel 
ſaid Emily. 1 
And ought not you firſt to tell me, ma'am. 
ſelle, how this picture fell into your hands, and the 
reaſons you fay you have for curiofity about ny Wn 


lady? 
Why, no, Dorothée,“ replied Emily, recolled. 
ing herſelf, © I have alſo particular reaſons for ob- 
ſerving ſilence on theſe ſubjects, at Jeaſt, till I xnoꝝ 
further; and, remember, I do not promiſe ever to 
ipeak upon them; therefore, do not let me induc? 
you to ſatisfy my curioſity, from an expectation, 
that I ſhall gratify yours. What I may judge pro- 
per to conceal, does not concern myſelf alone, ot 
I ſhould have leſs ſcruple in revealing it: let a con. 
ſidence in my honour alone perſuade you to dit 
cloſe what I requeſt”? | 
© Well, lady? replied Dorothée, after a long 
pauſe, during which her eyes were fixed upon.Emi 
ly, © you ſeem ſo much intereſted, —and this pic 
ture and that face of yours make me think you 
have ſome reaſon to be ſo,—that I will truſt you- 
and tell ſome things, that I never told before to an 
body, but my huſband, though there are peopl; 
who have ſuſpected as much. I will tell you ths 
particulars of my lady's death, too, and ſome of 1 
own ſuſpicions; but you muſt firſt promiſe meif 
all the ſaint —— | 2 
Emily, interrupting her, ſolemnly promiſed nei 
to reveal what ſhould be confided to her, withou 


e 
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WE But there is the horn, mvamſelle, ſounding 
BI be dinner? ſaid Dorothee; I muſt be. gone 
pen ſhall I ſee you again?“ enquired Emily. 
SD orothee muſed, and then replied, © Why, ma- 
2 m, it may make people curious, if it is known 1 
b much in your apartment, and that I ſhould 
4 + ſorry for; ſo I will come when J am leaſt likely 
be obſerved. I have little leiſure in the day, 
| 1 d 1 ſhall have a good deal to ſay; ſo if you 
ee, ma' am, | win come, when the family are all 
bed.“ 
© That will ſuit me very well,” replied Emily 5 
Remember, then, to-night” | 
_ * Aye, that is well remembered,” ſaid Doro- 
eee, I fear cannot come to night, madam, for 
Where will be the dance of the vintage, and it will be 
=: ate, before the ſervants go to reſt ; for, when they 
nce ſet in to dance, they Will keep it up, in the 
Wool of the air, till morning; at leaſt, it uſed to be 
in my time.” 
W * Ab! is it the dance of the vintage? ſaid Emily, 
with a deep ſigh, remembering, that it was on the 
Wevening of this feſtival, in the preceding year, that 
St. Au nt and herſelf had arrived in the neigh- 
bourbood of Chateau-le-Blanc. She pauſed a mo- 
nent, overcome by the ſudden recollection, and 
then recovering herſelf, added—* But this dance is 
in the open woods; you, therefore, will not be 
wanted, and can eaſily come to me.“ 

Dorothee replied, that ſhe had been e 
to be preſent at the dance of the vintage, and £ 
did not wiſh to be abſent now; but if T BY. 25 
away, madam, I will,” ſaid ſhe. | 8 
Emily then haſtened to the dini room, where * 
the Count conducted himſelf with che curteſy,. 
Which is inſeparable from true dignity, and 
which the Counteſs frequently practiled little, 


- though 8 


9 


ſweetneſs, which is. necefſary.to render the female 


throw into them an affectation of ſpirits, which 
ſeemed to triumph over every perſon, who ap- 


(.. 6: 


though her manner to Emily was an exception to 
her uſual habit. But if ſhe retained few of the or- 
namental virtues, ſhe cheriſhed other qualities, 
which ſhe ſcemed to conſider invaluable. She had 


diſmiſſed the grace of modeſty, but then ſhe knew Rl 
nerfectly. well how to manage the ſtare of afſur. nl 
ance; her manners had little of the tempered Bn 


character intereſting, but ſhe could occaſionally 


proached her. In the country, however, ſhe gene. 
rally affected an elegant languor, that perſuaded. 
her almoſt to.faint, when her favourite read to her 
a ſtory of fictitious ſorrow z but her countenance 
ſuffered no change, when living. objects of diſtreſs 
ſolicited her charity, and her heart beat with no 
tranſport to the thought of giving them inſtant re- 
lief ;—ſbe was a ſtranger to the higheſt luxury, of 
which, perhaps, the human mind can be ſenſible, 
for her benevolence had never yet called ſmiles 
upon the face of miſery. | 

In the evening, the Count, with all. his family, 
except the Counteſs and Mademoiſelle Bearn, went 
to the woods to witneſs the feſtivity of the pea- 
ſants. The ſcene was in a glade, where the trees, 
opening, formed a circle round the turf they highly 
overſhadowed ; between their branches, vines, 
loaded with ripe cluſters, were hung in gay fel- 
toons; and, beneath were tables, with fruit, wine, 
cheeſe and other rural fare,—and ſeats for 'the 
Count and his family. At a little diſtance, were 
benches for the elder peaſants, few of whom, how- 
ever, could forbear to join the jocund dance, which 
began ſoon after ſun-ſet, when ſeveral: of ſixty 
tripped it with almoſt as much glee and airy light- 
neſs, as thoſe of ſixteen, 8 | 

The 
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_ The muſicians, who ſat careleſsly on the graſs, at 
ee foot of a tree, ſeemed inſpired by the ſound of 
eir own inſtruments, which were chiefly flutes 

aa kind of long guitar. Behind, ſtood a boy, 

oriching a tamborine, and dancing a ſolo, except 

, as he ſometimes gaily toſſed the inſtrument, he 

eoped among the other dancers, when his antic 

Weſtures called forth a broader laugh, and heighten- 
d the ruſtic ſpirit of the ſcene. e 

—_—_ The Count was highly delighted with the hap- 
ines he witneſſed, to which his bounty had 

Wargely contributed, and the Lady Blanche joined 

he dance with a young gentleman of her father's 

Wparty. Du Pont requeſted Emily's hand, but her 

virits were too much depreſſed, to permit her to 

engage in the prefent feſtivity, which called to her 
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emembrance that of the preceding year, when St. 
Nubert was living, and of the melancholy ſcenes, 
hich had immediately followed it. 


ieft the ſpot, and walked ſlowly into the woods, 
where the foftened muſic, floating at a diſtanee, 
Wſoothed her melancholy mind. The moon threw-a 
mellow light among the foliage; the air was balmy 
and cool, and Emily; loſt in thought, ſtrolled on, 
without obſerving whither, till ſhe perceived the 
Wounds ſinking afar off, and an awful ſtillneſs round 
ber, except that, ſometimes, the nightingale be- 
auiled the fence with 5 


33 


gra. 


7 Liquid notes, that cloſe che eye of day.“ 

— | . 

e At length the found herſelf near the avenue, 
- which, on the night of her father's arrival, Michael 
1 bad attempted to paſs in ſearch of a houſe, which 
y ET ftill nearly as wild and deſolate as it had then 


* 
* 


A appeared; for the Count had been ſo much engaged 
1 directing other improvements, that he had He- 


7 


Overcome by theſe recollections, ſhe, at length,” 75 


glected 


3 been forwarded to him, at Paris, which he hal 


ſhe experienced ſomewhat of the ſear, that h 


that theſe deep woods were occaſionally the haun 


following gained faſt upon her, and, at length, di 


- meeting her ſo far from the company; and on he 
ſaying, that the pleaſant moon- light had beguile 
tion burſt from the lips of his companion, and ſb. 


thought ſhe heard Valancourt ſpeak ? It was, in 
a he! and the meeting was ſuch as may ſi 


her paſt ſufferings, and Valancourt ſeemed to hart 


Y ing herfclf and Montoni, which there was now i 
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glected to give orders concerning this extenſive 2; 
proach, and the road was yet broken, and the treg 
overloaded with their own luxuriance. 7. 

As ſhe ſtood ry it, and remembering . 
emotions which ſh bad formerly ſuffered ther, nl 
ſhe ſuddenly a the figure, that had bea 
ſeen ſtealing among the trees, and which had 
turned no anſwer to Michael's repeated calls; a 


then aſſailed her, for it did not appear improbabl; 


of banditti. She, therefore, turned back, and wi 2 
haſtily 8 her way to the dancers, when {8 
heard ſteps approaching from the avenue; an 
being till beyond the call of the peaſants on ti 
green, for ſhe could neither hear their voices or thei 
mulic, ſhe quickened her pace ; but the perſon 


tinguiſhing the voice of Henri, ſhe walked leiſurely 
till he came up. He expreſſed ſome ſurpriſe n 


her to walk farther than ſhe intended, an exclams 


imagined, between perſons ſo affectionate, and i 2 
long ſeparated as they had been. | | 
In the jo of theſe moments, Emily forgot ae 


forgotten, that any perſon but Emily exiſted ; whil 
= was a ſilent and aſtoniſhed ſpectator of tee 
cene | 

Valancourt aſked a e queſtions concert 
time to anſwer ; but ſhe learned, that her let 
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ner the letter alſo returned, which, at length, 
med him of Emily's arrival, and on the receipt 
nich he bad immediately ſet out for Langue- 
On reaching the monaſtery, whence ſhe had 
ea her letter, he found, to his extreme diſap- 
ment, that the gates were already cloſed for 

night; and believing, that he ſhould not fee 
ily, till the morrow, he was returning to his 


ee inn, with intention of writing to her, when he 
imate at Paris, and was led to her, whom he was 


ing day. | 
mily, with Valancourt and Henri, now return- 
css che green, where the latter preſented Valan- 
Wart to the Count, who ſhe fancied, received him 
th leſs than his uſual benignity, though it ap- 
ared, that they were not ſtrangers to each other. 
was invited, however, to partake of the diver- 
os of che evening; and, when he had paid his 
eds to the Count, and while the dancers conti- 
ed their feſtivity, he ſeated himſelf by Emily, and 
verſed without conſtraint. The lights, which 
re hung among the trees, under which they fat, 
ved hera more perfect view of the countenance 
bad ſo frequently in abſence endeavoured to re- 
ed, and ſhe perceived, with ſome regret, that it 
not the ſame as when laſt ſhe ſaw it. There 
8 all its wonted intelligence and fire; but it had 
much of the ſimplicity, and ſomewhat of the 
n benevolence, that uſed to characteriſe it, 
ll, however, it was an intereſting countenance 
Emily thought ſhe perceived, at intervals, anxi- 


pcourt; ſometimes, too, he fell into a momen- 
muling, and then appeared anxious to diſſipate 
8 | thought; 


\ 


_ 
. * 


ouſiy quitted, and was returning to Gaſcony, 


Ws overtaken by Henri, with whom he had been 


retly lamenting that he ſhould not ſee, till the fol- 


contra, and melancholy fix the features of Va- 
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thought; while at others, as he fixed his eyes ox 
Emily, a kind of ſudden diſtraction feemed to croſ 
his mind. In her he perceived the ſame goodne'; 
and beautiful ſimplicity, that had charmed him, on 
their firſt acquaintance. -'The bloom of her coun. 
tenance was ſomewhat faded, but all its ſweetne(; nl 
remained, and it was rendered moreintereſting, tha 
ever, by the faint expreſſion of melancholy, that 
ſometimes mingled with her fmile. 

At his requeſt, ſhe related the moſt important 
circumſtances, that had occurred to her, ſince ſhe 
left France, and emotions of pity and indignation 
alternately prevailed in his mind, when he heard 
bow much ſhe had ſuffered from the villainy d 
Montoni. More than once, when ſhe was ſpeak- Wl 
ing of his conduct, of which the guilt was rather 

ned, than exaggerated, by her repreſentation, i 
he ſtarted from his ſeat, and walked away, apps 
rently overcome as much by ſelf accufation as by 
reſentment. Her ſufferings alone were mentioned 
in the few words, which he could addreſs to her, 
and he liſtened not to the account, which ſhe waz 
careful to give as diſtinctly as poſſible, of the pre. 
ſent loſs of Madame Montoni's eſtates, and of the 
little reaſon there was to expect their reſtoration, 
At length, Valancourt remained loſt in thought, 
. and then ſome ſecret cauſe feemed to overcome 
bim with anguiſh. Again he abruptly left her. 
When he returned, ſhe perceived, taat he had been 
weeping, and tenderly begged, that he would com- 
pe himſelf, * My ſufferings are all pafſed now, 
aid ſhe, for I have eſcaped from the tyranny of 
| g and I fee you well let me alſo ſee you 

appy.“ | 
alancourt was more agitated, than before. * | 
am unworthy of you, Emily,” ſaid he, I am un- 
worthy of you;'—words, by his manner of utter. 
Wo ing 


4 ( 92 ) 
7 g which Emily was then more ſhocked than by 
cir import. She fixed on him a mournful and 
Sq uiring eye.“ Do not look thas on me, ſaid he, 
ning away and preſſing her hand; I cannot 


t thoſe looks.” 275 f 
I would aſk, ſaid Emily, in a gentle, but agi- 
Wd voice, the meaning of your words; but J 
WW ceive, that the queſtion would diſtreſs you now. 
Wt us talk on other ſubjects. To-morrow, per- 
bs, you may be more compoſed. Obſerve thoſe 
oon light woods, and the towers, which appear, 
curely in the perſpective. You uſed to be a 
eat admirer of landſcape, and I have heard you 
. chat the faculty of deriving conſolation, under 
cs fortune, from the ſublime proſpeAs, which 
eicher oppreſſion, or poverty with-hold from us, 
che peculiar bleſſing of the innocent.“ Valan- 
ort was deeply affected. Yes,” replied he, 
bad once a taſte for innocent and elegant de- 
bts—I had once an uncorrupted heart.“ Then 
ecking himſelf, he added, Do you remember 
r journey together in the Pyrences ? 2 
= © Canl forget it ? ſaid Emily Would that 
could!“ he replied ;—* that was the happieſt pe- 
od of my life. I then loved, with ertbuſiatm. | 
Whatever was truly great, or good.” It was ſome 
me before-Emily could repreſs her tears, and try 
=P command her emotions. If you wiſh to for- 
Wt that journey,” ſaid ſhe, © it muſt certainly be 
1 Sy wiſh to forget it alſo.” She. pauſed, and then 
ed, © You make me very uneaſy ; but this is not 
dme for further enquiry ; —yet, how can I bear 
WP believe, even for a moment, that you are leſs 
Worthy of my eſteem than formerly? I have ſtill 
Wilicient confidence in your candour, to believe, 
at, when I ſhall aſk for an explanation, you will 
me.“ — Yes, ſaid Valancourt, yes, Loy 3 
| bave 


ſincerely forgive you, replied Emily. You bet: 


to her own apartment, where ſhe muſed, with deep? 
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I have not yet Joſt my candour : If I had, I could 
better have diſguiſed my emotions, on learning what 
were your ſufferings — your virtues, - while II 
but I will ſay no more. I did not mean to have 
ſaid even ſo much I have been ſurpriſed into the 
felf-accuſation, Tell me, Emily, that you will not 
forget that journey—will not wiſh to forget it, and 
Iwill be calm. I would not loſe the remembrarice 
of it for the whole earth.” — 

Ho contradictory is this ” ſaid Emily; — but 
we may be over-heard. My recollection of it ſhall 
depend upon yours; I will endeavour to forget, or 
to recollect it, as you may do. Let us join the 
Count?—*_'Tell me, firſt,” ſaid Valancourt, chat 
you forgive the uneaſineſs I have occaſioned you, 
this evening, and that you will ſtill love me.'—1 


know whether T ſhall continue to love you, for you 
know whether you deſerve my eſteem. At preſent, 
I will believe that you do. It is unneceſſary to ſay, 
added the, obſerving his dejection, how much 
pain it would give me to believe otherwiſe. —The 
young lady, who approaches, is the Count's daugh- 
ter. 2 , 2 
- Valancourt and Emily now joined the Lad 
Blanche ; and the.party, ſoon after, ſat down with 
the Count, his fon, and the Chevalier Du Pont, at 
a banquet, ſpread under a gay awning, beneath the 
trees. At the table alſo were ſeated ſeveral of the 
moſt yenerable of the 'Count's tenants, and it was 1 
feſtive repaſt to all but Valancourt and Emily. 
When the count retired to the chateau, he did not 
invite Valancourt to accompany him, who, there- 
fore, took leave of Emily, and retired to his ſolitary 
inn for the night; meanwhile, ſhe. ſoon withdrev 


anxicty and concern, on his behaviour, 8 on the 
_ * ountd 
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ount's reception of him. Her attention was Ska 


? intment; till morning was far advanced, when, 
osing that the good old woman would not come, 
e retired, for a: few hours, to repoſe. 

on the following day, when the Count had ac- 


ied of the feſtival of the preceding evening, and 
is led him to a mention of Valancourt. That 
ra young man of talents,” ſaid he; you were for- 
Werly acquainted with him, I perceive.“ Emily faid 
bat ſne was, © He was introduced to me, at 
Waris,” faid the Count, © and I was much pleaſed 
ich him, on our firſt acquaintance.* He pauſed, 
lt Emily trembled, between the defire'of hearing 


at length, how long you have known Monfieur 


on for the queſtion, fir ” ſaid ſhe, © and I will 
cher it immediately.”—* Certainly,” faid the 
he ount, * that is but juſt. Iwill tell you my reaſon. 
rh cannot but perceive, that Monfieur Valancourt 


2 dentally joined Emily in one of the walks, they 


ore and the fear of ſhewing the Count, that ſhe 
an imercR on the ſubject. © May F atk,” faid 


po wholly engaged; that ſhe forgot Dorothee and her 


Walancourt 7”—* Will you allow me to aſk your 


Wmires you; in that, however, there is nothi 9 LY 


dy xtraordinary; every perfon, who ſees you, mu 
ih ſo the fame. I am above ufing co 


dmpliments; I ſpeak with fincerity. What I 


du fear it, fir ?? ſaid Emily, endeavouring to con= 


give it, ſaid he, © if you will believe, that no- 


Arg replied Emily. 


3 


ar, is, that he is a favoured admirer.— Why do 


ber emotion. Becauſe, replied the Count, 
I ink him not worthy of your favour,” Emily, 
eatly agitated, entreated further explanation. 1 


ling but a ſtrong, intereſt in your welfare could in- 
de me to hazard that aſſertion.—“ I muſt believe | 
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eſteem you, and feel a lively intereſt in your hap- 


Aa 
* 


emotion againſt which ſhe was contending, and, 


mation with leaſt pain to his anxious auditor. 


valier's family, reſident at Paris, and conſidered 


impertinent, inſtead of friendly; from what 1 have 


- quaintance with a ſet of men, a diſgrace to their 


6 

* But let us reſt under theſe trees, ſaid the 
Count, obſerving the paleneſs of her countenance; 
here is a ſeat you are fatigued.” They ſat down, 
and the Count proceeded. Many young ladies, 


eircumſtanced as you are, would think my condud, 
on this occaſion, and on ſo ſhort an acquaintance, 


obſerved of your temper and underſtanding, I do 
not fear ſuch a return from you. Our acquaint. 
ance has been ſhort, but long enough to make me 


pineſs. You deſerve to be very happy, and | truſ 
that you will be ſo.' Emily fighed ſoftly, and 
bowed her thanks. The Count pauſed again. 
am unpleaſantly circumſtanced,” ſaid he; but an 
opportunity of rendering you important ſervice ſhall 
overcome inferior conſiderations, Will you inform 
me of the manner of your firſt acquaintance with 
the Chevalier Valancourt, if the ſubject is not too 
painful? 

' Emily briefly related the accident of their meet- 
ing in the preſence of her father, and then fo ear- 
neſtly entreated the Count not to heſitate in declar- 
ing what he knew, that he perceived the violent 


regarding her with a look of tender compaſſion, 
conſidered how he might communicate his infor- 


The Chevalier and my fon,” faid he, were 
introduced to each other, at the table of a brother 
officer, at whoſe houſe I alſo met him, and invited 
him to my own, whenever he ſhov!d be diſengaged. 
did not then know, that he had formed an ac- 


ſpecies, who live by plunder and pats their lives in 
continual debauchery. I knew ſeveral of the Che- 


them 


_ . | 
ee as ſufficient pledges for his introduction to my 
n. But you are ill; I will leave the ſubject.— 
No, fir,” ſaid Emily, © I beg you will proceed: 


raed, that theſe, his aſſociates, had drawn him 
o a courſe of diſſipation, from which he appear- 
= to have neither the power, nor the inclination,: 
extricate himſelf. He loſt large ſums at the 


1 as ruined, I ſpoke tenderly of this to his friends, 
Wim, till they were weary. I afterwards learned, 
Wat, in conſideration of his talents for play, which 

ere generally ſucceſsful, when unoppoſed by the 

e party had initiated him into the ſecrets of their 

Won me, fir, I ſcarcely know what | ſay ; allow for 

e diſtreſs of my mind. I muſt, indeed, I muſt. 

he Chevalier had, doubtleſs, enemies, who miſ- 


; preſented him.“ I ſhould be moſt happy to 


Wappineſs, could have urged me to repeat theſe un- 
eaſant reports.” 


Ne pangs of ſelf-reproach, and feemed to confirm 


am only diſtreſſed.”----* Only” faid the Count, 
| 3 ith emphaſis ; however, I will proceed. I ſoon 


aming table; he became infatuated with play; and 


ho aſſured me, that they had remonſtrated with 


; icks of villainy,---that in conſideration of theſe, 


ade, and allotted him a ſhare of their profit.“ 
WW Lopoſſible ! ſaid Emily ſuddenly ; but. —par- 


:lieve that you have not been truly informed. 


elieve ſo,” replied the Count, but I cannot. No- 
ing ſhort of conviction, and a regarg, for your 


Emily was filent. She recollected Valancourt's 
Wings, on the preceding evening, which diſcovered : 


Il that. the Count had related. Yet ſhe had not 
pritude enough to dare conviction. Her heart 
as. overwhelmed with anguiſh at the mere ſuſpi- 
ion of bis guilt, and ſhe could not endure a be- 
of it. After a long filence, the Count ſaid, 
perceive, and can allow for, your want of convie-: -* +. 
tion. 


oo 


696) 
tion. It is neceſſary I ſhould give ſome proof of 
what I have aſſerted; but this J cannot do, with. 
out fubjecting one, who is very dear to me, t 
danger. What is the danger you apprehend, 
fir?” ſaid Emily? if I can prevent it, you may 
ſafely confide in my honour.'----4 On your honour 
J am certain I can rely,” ſaid the Count; but can 
I truſt your fortitude 5 Do you think you can reſiſ 
the ſolicitation of a favoured admirer, when be 
pleads, in afſſiction, for the name of one, who hx 
robbed him of a bleſſing ?---* I ſhall not be expoſed 
to ſuch a temptation, fr,” ſaid Emily, with model 
pride, © for I cannot favour one, whom I muſt 
longer eſteem. I, however, readily give my word 
Tears, in the mean time, contradicted her ſirſt a 
ſertion; and ſhe felt, that time and effort only 
could eradicate an affection, which had been form. 
ed on virtuous eſteem, and cheriſhed by habit ani 
+ cifticulty. h | | ; 
1 Will truft you then, ſaid the Count, fo 
conviction is neceſſary to your peace, and cannot, 
I perceive, be obtained, without this confidence 
My ſon has too often been an eye-witneſs of thi 
Chevalier's ill conduct; he was very near being 
drawn in by it: he was, indeed, drawn in to tif 
commiſſion of many follies, but T reſcued him fron 
ilt and deſtruction. Judge then, Mademoiſelle 
t. Aubert, whether a father, who had nearly [ol 
his only ſon by the example of the Chevalier, ba 
not, from conviction, reafon to warn thoſe, whon 
he eſteems, againſt truſting their happineſs in ſuci 
bands. I have myſelf ſcen the Chevalier engage 
in deep play with men, whom J almoſt ſhuddered 
to look upon. If you ſtill doubt, I will refer you 
„„ | 3 
A muſt not doubt what you have yourſelf wit 
nefled, replied ane with grief, 4 
26 12 4 
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bat you aſſert. But the Chevalier has, perhaps, 
een drawn only into a tranſient folly, which he 
Way never repeat. If you had known the juſtneſs 


eſent incredulity. 
Alas l' obſerved the Count, it is difficult to 
WWE licve that, which will make us wretched. But I 
ii not ſooth you by flattering and falſe hopes. 
e all know how faſcinating the viee of gaming is, 
hd how difficult it is, alſo, to conquer habit; the 
Whevalicr might, perhaps, reform for a while, but 
would ſoon relapſe into diflipation-—for I fear, 
Wt only the bonds of habit would be powerful, but 
Wat his morals are corrupted. And---why ſhould 
conceal from you, that play is not his only vice? 
appears to have a taſte for every vicious plea- 


re. 
The Count hefitated and pauſed; while Emily 
deavoured to ſupport herſelf, as, with increaſing 
WErturbation, ſhe expected what he might further 


was viſibly agitated; at length, he ſaid, It 


evalier's extravagance has brought him twice in- 
the priſons of Paris, from whence he was laſt 
Wtricated, as I was told upon authority, which I 
nnot doubt, by a well-known Pariſian Counteſs, 
th whom he continued to reſide, when I left 
pris.” 


nted, and he called loudly for aſſiſtance.” They 


the chateau, and he feared to leave her while he 


me thither for aſſiſtance, yet knew not how other- 
Vol. III. 2 i 
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his former principles, you would allow for my 


A long pauſe of filence enſued, during which 


Would be a cruel delicacy, that could prevail with 
We to be filent---and I will inform you, that the 


He pauſed again; and, looking at Emily, per- 
ved her countenance . change, and that the was 
ling from the ſeat; be caught her, but ſhe had 


re; however, beyond the hearing of his ſervants / 


wie 


the ſound of his well-known: voice, ſhe raiſed her 


- him to withdraw; but he only ſighed heavily, and 


moment to the care of any perſon: 


what had been the ſubject of the Count's converſ- 


and, exerting her reſolution to appear | recovered, 


* 


* * 

(98) 
wiſe to obtain it; till a fountain at no great diſtance, 
caught his eye, and he endeavoured to ſupport 
Emily againſt the tree, under which ſhe had been 
litting, while be went thither for water. But, 
again he was perplexed, for he had nothing near 
him, in which water could be brought; but while, 
with increaſed anxiety, he watched her, he thought 
he perceived in her countenance ſymptoms of re. 
turning life, 

It was long, however, before ſhe revived, and ſhe 
then found herſelf ſupported---not by the Count, 
but by Valancourt, who was obſerving her with 
looks of earneſt apprehenfion, and who now ſpoke 
to her ii a tone, tremulous with his anxiety. At 


eyes, but preſently cloſed them, and a faintnel 
again came over her. 
The Count, with a look ſomewhat ſtern, waved 


called on the name of Emily, as he again held the 
water, that had been brought, to her lips. On 
theiQount's repeating his action, and accompanying 
it with words, Valancourt anſwered bim with 
look of deep reſentment, and refuſed to leave the 
place, till ſhe ſhould revive,” or to W her for: 

n the neu 
inſtant, his conſcience ſeemed to inform him of 


tion with Emily, and indignation flaſhed in his eyes; 
but it was quickly repreſſed, and ſucceeded by an 
expreſſion of ſerious anguiſh, that induced the 
Count to regard him with more pity than reſent- 
ment, and the view of which ſo much affected 
Emily, when ſhe again revived, that ſhe yielded to 
the weakneſs of tears. But ſhe ſoon reſtrained them) 


ſhe roſe, thanked the Count and Henri, with whom 
Valancoutl 


( 99 ) 
Falancourt had entered the garden, for their care, 
nd moved towards the chateau, without noticing 
alancourt, who, heart-ſtruck by her manner, ex- 
aimed in a low voice—* Good God! how have I 
fferved this ?---what has been ſaid, to occaſion 
is change? £249 
Emily, without replying, but with increaſed 
motion, quickened her ſteps. * What has thus 
jſordered you, Emily ? ſaid he, as he ſtill walked 
y her fide: give me a few moments* converſa- 
on, I entreat you ;---I am very miſerable!” | | 
Though this was ſpoken in a low voice, it was 
erheard by the Count, who immediately replied, 
at Mademoiſelle St. Aubert was then too much 
diſpoſed, to attend to any converſation, but that 
SS would venture to promiſe ſhe would ſee Mon- 
eur Valancourt on the morrow, if ſhe was better. 
Ez Valancourt's cheek was crimſoned: he looked 
Waughtily at the Count, and then at Emily, with 
cceſſive expreſſions of ſurpriſe, grief and ſuppli- 
„tion, which ſhe could neither miſunderſtand, or 
ca, and ſhe ſaid languidly---* I ſhall be better to- 
Worrow, and if you wiſh to accept the Count's 
rmiſſion, I will ſee you then.” 
© See me Þ exclaimed Valancourt, as he threw 
glance of mingled pride and reſentment upon the 
unt; and then, ſeeming to recolle himſelf, he 
Wded---< But I will come, madam; | will accept 
e Count's permiſſion.” 

When they reached the door of the chateau, he 
gered a moment, for his reſentment was now 
d; and then, with a look ſo expreſhve of ten- 
rnels and grief, that Emily's heart was not proof 
ainſt it, he bade her good morning, and, bowing 
patly to the Count, diſappeared. 

Emily withdrew to her own apartment, under 
* oppreſſion of heart as ſhe had ſeldom known, 
F 2 when 
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when ſhe endeavoured to recollect all that the 
Count had told, to examine the probability of the 
circumſtances he himſelf believed, and to conſider 
of her future conduct towards Valancourt. But, 
When ſhe attempted to think, her mind refuſed 
controul, and ſhe could only feel that ſhe wa 
miſerable. One moment, ſhe ſunk under the con- 
viction, that Valancourt was no longer the ſame, 
whom ſhe had ſo tenderly loved, the idea of whom 
had hitherto ſupported her under affliction, and 
cheered her with the hope of happier days,—but 1 
fallen, a worthleſs character, whom ſhe muſt 
teach herſelf to deſpiſe—if ſhe could not forget, 
Then, unable to endure this terrible ſuppoſition, 
the rejected it, and diſdained to believe him ca. 
pable of conduct, ſuch as the Count had deſcribed, 
to whom ſhe believed he had been miſrepreſented 
by ſome artful enemy; and there were moment, 
When ſhe even ventured to doubt the integrity of 
the Count himſelf, and to ſuſpect, that he was in- 
fluenced by ſome ſelfiſh motive, to break her con. 
nection with Valancourt. But this was the error 
of an inſtant, only; the Count's character, which 
ſhe had. heard ſpoken. of by Du Pont and many 
other perſons, and had herſelf obſerved, enable 
her to judge, and forbade the ſuppoſition 3 bad her 
confidence, indeed, been leſs, there appeared to 
be no temptation to betray him into conduct fo 
treacherous, and ſo cruel. Nor did reflection fut- 
fer her to preſerve the hope, that Valancourt bad 
been miſrepreſented to the Count, who had faid, 
that he ſpoke chiefly from his own obſervation, 
and from his ſon's experience. She muſt pat 
from Valancourt therefore, for.ever—for what 0 
either happineſs or tranquillity could ſhe exped 
with a man, whole taſtes were degenerated into Jos 
3nclinations, and to whom vice was become by 
; tual! 


55? 


gg mc e 


* 3 
1 % . 
. —_ 

Te” 

& KI” 

12 * 

3 7 L 
F þ * [ 


© * 8 
1 1 
# * 
i * 


Ts 

or) | 
nal? whom ſhe muſt no longer eſteem, though 
he remembrance of what he once was, -and the 
Wong habit of loving him, would render it very 
ficult for her to deſpiſe him. 

© O Valancourt ! ſhe would exclaim, * having 


G4 
| 


* 


een ſeparated ſo long—do we meet, only to be 


aiſerable--- only to part for ever? 

© Amidſt all the tumult of her mind, ſhe re- 
WWmembered pertinaciouſly the ſeeming candour and 
Wimplicity of his conduct, on the preceding night; 
and, bad ſhe dared to truſt her own heart, it would 
bare led her to hope much from this. Still the 
could not refolve to diſmiſs him for ever, without 
obtaining further proof of his ill conduct; yet ſhe 
aw no. probability of procuring it, if, indeed, 


roof more poſitive was poſſible. Something, 


bowever, it was neceſſary to decide upon, and ſhe 
most determined to be guided in her opinion 
4 ſolely by the manner, with which Valancourt 


5 2 receive her hints concerning his late con- 
duct. 
Thus paſſed the hours till dinner time, when 
Emily, ſtruggling againſt the preſſure of her grief, 

dried ber tears, and joined the family at table, 
where the Count preſerved towards her the moſt 

delicate attention; but the Counteſs and Made- 
moiſelle Bearn, baving looked, for a moment, 
with ſurpriſe, on her dejected countenance, began, 
as uſual, to talk of trifles, while the eyes of Lady 
Blanche aſked much of her friend, who could only 
reply by a mournful ſmile. | - 

Emily withdrew as ſoon after dinner as poſſihle, 
and was followed by the Lady Blanche, whoſe 


anxious enquiries, however, ſhe found herfelf 


quite unequal to anſwer, and whom ſhe entreated 


to ſpare her on the ſubject of her diſtreſs. To 


converle on any topic, was now, indeed, ſo ex- 
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tremely painful to her, that ſhe ſoon gave up th; 
attempt, and Blanche left her, with pity. of th; 
ſorrow, which ſhe perceived ſhe had no power 9 
aſſuage. 5 
Emily ſecretly determined to go to her convert 
in a day or two; for company, eſpecially that d 
the Counteſs and Mademoiſelle Bearn, was into. 
lerable to her, in the preſent ſtate of her ſpirits; 
and, in the retirement of the convent, as well x 
the kindneſs of the abbeſs, ſhe hoped to recore 
the command of her mind, and to teach it reign 
tion to the event, which, ſhe too plainly perceived, 
was approaching. | h 
To have loſt Valancourt by death, or to har: 
ſeen him married to a rival, would, fhe though, 
have given her leſs anguiſh, than a conviction d 
his unworthineſs, which muſt terminate in miſen 
to himſelf, and which robbed her even of the oli 
tary 1mage* her heart ſo long had cheriſhed 
Theſe painful reflections were interrupted, for: 
moment, by a note from Valancourt, written u 
evident aifiraQtion of mind, entreating, that ſhe 
would permit him to ſee her on the approachin 
evening, inſtead of the following morning, a 
queſt, 'which occahoned her fo much agitation 
that ſhe was unable to anſwer it. She wiſhed u 
fee him, and to terminate her preſent ſtate of ful 
penſe, yet ſhrunk from the interview, and, inc- 
pable of deciding for herſelf, ſhe, at length, fe 
to beg a few moments” converſation with the Count 
in his library, where ſhe delivered to him the not, 
and — 2 his advice. After reading it, | 
faid, if ſhe believed herſelf well enough to ſupper 
the interview, his opinion was, that, for the 1. 
lief of both parties, it ought to take place, thi 
evening. | 
T « Hi 
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His affection for you is, undoubtedly, a ver 
ncere one, added the Count; © and he avs 
uch diſtreſſed, and you, my amiable friend, are 

p ill at eaſe chat the ſooner the affair is decided, 

e better. | 

Emily replied, therefore, to Valancourt, that 

e would fee him, and then exerted herſelf in en- 
eavours to attain fortitude and compoſure, to bear 

er through the approaching ſcene---a ſcene fo 
fflictin ly the reverſe of any, to which ſhe bad 

poked forward! 


| Is the evening, when Say was at length in- 


ſuch energy, that, fearing to truſt herſelf in the 


both roſe on her entrance ; but ſhe did not dare to 


CHAP, VE 


* Is all the council that we two have ſhared,. 

the hours that we have ſpent, 
When we have chid the haſty-footed time 

For parting us——Oh ! and is all forgot? 


And will you rend our ancient love aſunder ?* 
Mis vun NrGnT's Dara. 


formed, that Count De Villefort requeſted to ſer 
her, ſhe gueſſed that Valancourt was below, and, 
endeavouring to aſſume compoſure and to recollect ih 
all her ſpirits, ſhe rofe and left the apartment; but, 
on reaching the door of the library, where ſc 
imagined him to be, ber emotion returned with 


room, ſhe returned into the hall, where ſhe con- 
tinued for a conſiderable time, unable to command 
her agitated ſpirits. - | | 

When ſhe could recall them, ſhe found in the li 
brary Valancourt, ſeated with the Count, who 


look 


X. 


( 105 


or at Valancourt,. and the Count, having led her 
a chair, immediately withdrew. 


Emily remained with her eyes fixed on. the floor, 


aer ſuch oppreſſion of heart, that ſhe could not 
Weak, and with difficulty breathed ; while Valan- 
urt threw himſelf into a chair beſide her, and, 
bing heavily, continued filent, when, had ſhe. 
iſed her eyes, ſhe would have perceived the vio- 


nt emotions, with which he was agitated.. | 
At length, in a tremulous voice, he ſaid,” © I 


Wlicited to. ſee you this evening, that I might, at 


aſt, be ſpared the further torture of ſuſpenſe, 


bich your altered manner had occaſioned me, and, 
hich the bints I have jult received from the Count 
Wave in part explained. I perceive I have enemies, 


mily, who- envied me my late happineſs, and 


oo have been buſy in ſearching out the means to 


ſtroy it: I perceive, too, that time and abſence 


Þ ave weakened the affection you once felt for 


e, and that you can now eaſily be taught to for- 


et me. 


His laſt words faltered, and Emily, leſs able to 


5 deak than before, continued filent. 


© O: what a meeting is this Pexclaimed Valan- N 


ort, ſtarting from his ſeat; and pacing the room 


ith hurried ſteps, © what a meeting is this, after 


ur NN ſeparation !“ Again he ſat down, 


a, after the ſtruggle of a moment, he added in a. 


r 


rm but deſpairing tone, This is too much -I 
44 bear it! Emily, will you not ſpeak to 
je ? | Say 4 5 
He covered his face with his hand, as if to con- 
al his emotion, and took Emily's, which ſhe did 
dt withdraw, Her tears could no longer be re- 
rained ; and, when he raiſed his eyes and per- | 
wed that ſhe was weeping, all his tenderneſs re- 
ned, and a gleam OO appeared to croſs his 


5 mind. 


1 
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mind, for he exclaimed, © O! you do pity me, 
you do love me] Yes, you are {till my own Emily 
— —let me believe thoſe tears, that tell me ſo !' 

Emily now made an effort to recover her firm. 
neſs, and, haſtily drying them, Les, faid ſhe, 
EI do pity ou weep for you---but, ought I to 
think of you with affection? You may remember, 
that yeſter-eyening I faid, I had ſtill ſufficient con. 
fidehce in your candour to believe, that, when! 
ſhould requeſt an explanation of your words, you 
would give it. This explanation is now unnecef. 
ſary, 1 underſtand them too well; but prove, at 
leaſt, that your candour is deſerving of the conk- 
dence I give it, when I aſk you, whether you ar 
conſcious of being the ſame eſtimable Valancour 

hom J once loved.” 

© Once loved cried he, © the ſame 
the ſame! He pauſed in extreme emotion, and 
then added, in a voice at once ſolemn, and de. 
jected, . No---I am not the ſame !.--I am loſt-- 
Jam no longer worthy of you!“ 3 

He again concealed his face. Emily was toc 
much affected by this honeſt confeſſion to reply in- 
mediately, and, While ſhe ſtruggled to overcome 
the pleadings of er heart, and to act with the de 
cifive firmneſs, which was neceſſary for her futun 
peace, ſhe perceived all the danger of truſting lony 
to her refolution, in the preſence of Valancour, 
and was anxious to conclude an interview, tha 
tortured them both; yet, when ſhe conſiderec 
that this was probably their laſt meeting, her fort: 
tude ſunk at once, and ſhe experienced only emo 
tions of tenderneſs and of. deſpondency. _ 

Valancourt,, meanwhile, loſt in emotions of tt 
morſe and grief, which he had neither the poweß 
or the will to expreſs, ſat inſenſible almoſt of t 
3737 0 tad ©. - © pfeſeg 
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reſence of Emily, his features ſtill concealed, and 
is breaſt agitated by convulſive ſighs. | 
© Spare me the neceſſity,” ſaid Emily, recollect- 
g her fortitude, * ſpare me the neceſſity of men. 
oning thoſe circumſtances of your conduct, which 
blige me to break our connection for ever We 
uſt part, I now ſee you for the laſt time.” 
© Impoſſible l' cried Valancourt, rouſed from his 
ep ſilence, You cannot mean what you fay 
25 cannot mean to throw me from you for 
ver l | 1 
We muſt part,” repeated Emily, with em 
is. and that for ever! Your own conduct has 
ade this neceſſary. | 
© This is the Count's determination,” ſaid he 
aughtily, not yours, and I ſhall enquire by what 
uthority he interferes between us.“ He now roſe, 
nd walked about the room in great emotion. 
Let me ſave you from this error, ſaid Emily, 
ot leſs agitated=—— it is my determination, and, 
Fr you reflect a moment on your late conduct, you 
ill perceive that my future peace requires it.” 
Tour future peace requires, that we ſhould 
dart part for ever! ſaid Valancourt, How 
Wittle did Jever expect to hear you fay ſol!“ 
And how little did F expect, that it would be 
eceflary for me to ſay ſo P rejoined Emily, while 
er voice ſoftened into tenderneſs, and her tears 
owed again———* That you you, Valan- 
ourt, would ever fall from my eſteem !:! 
He was filent a moment, as if overwhelmed by 
oe conſciouſneſs of no longer deſerving this eſteeni, 
well as the certainty of having loſt it, and then, 
ich imnaftoned grief, lamented the criminality of..." 
is late conduct and the miſery to vrhich it had 1 
kuced-him, till, overcome by a recollection: of ts 


w?, 


you, Emily, ſo ſoon, ſo ſuddenly reſign, if you had 
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paſt and a conviction of the future, he burſt into 
tears, and uttered only deep and broken fighs. 
The remorſe he had expreſſed, and the diftrej 
he ſuffered could not be witneſſed by Emily with in. 
difference, and, had ſhe not called to her recolleRion 
all the circumſtances, of which Count De Villefort 
had informed her, and all he had ſaid of the danger 
of confiding in repentance, formed under the influ. Wl 
ence of paſſion, ſhe might perhaps have truſted t» 
the aſſurances of her heart, and have forgotten his 
miſconduct in the tenderneſs, which that repentance 
excited, Trae 
Valancourt, returning to the chair beſide her, 2 
length, ſaid, in a calm voice, Tis true, I am fal 
len fallen from my own eſteem ] but could 


not before ceaſed to love me, or, if your condud 
was not governed by the 2 I will ſay the ſel. 
fiſhdefigns of another perſon ] would you not other- 
wiſe be willing to hope for my reformation—and 
could you bear, by eſtranging me from you to aban- 
don me to miſery to myſelf YP—Emily- wept 
aloud.---* No, Emily---no---you would not do this, 
if you ſtill loved me. You would find your own 
happineſs in ſaving mine.” ; 
There are too many probabilities againſt that 
hope, ſaid Emily, to juſtify me in truſting the 
comfort of my whole lifeto it. May I not alſo ak 
whether. you could wiſh me to do this, if you really 
loved me? 
© Really loved you ” exclaimed Valancourt-- 
© is ble you can doubt my love! yet it is 
xeaſonable, that you ſhould do ſo, ſince you ſes, 
that I am leſs ready to ſuffer the horror of parting 
with you, than that of involving you in my ruin. 
Yes, Emily---1 am ruined---irreparably ruined--1 
am 
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Wn involved in debts, which I can never diſcharge P 
BS alancourt's look which was wild, as he ſpoke this, 
on ſettled into an expreſſion of gloomy defpair ; 
Sd Emily, while ſhe was compelled to admire his 
ccerity, ſaw, with unutterable anguiſh, new rea- 
css for fear in the ſuddenneſs of his feelings and the 
ent of the miſery, in which they might involve 
Im. After ſome minutes, ſhe ſeemed to. contend. 
ainſt her grief, and to ſtruggle for fortitude: to. 
; aclude the interview. I will not prolong theſe 
oments, ſaid ſhe, © by a converſation, which can 
{wer no good purpoſe. Valancourt, farewell!“ 
* You are not going ?” ſaid he, wildly interrupt- 
cg ber-“ You will not leave me thus---you will 
t abandon me even before my mind has ſuggeſt- 
any poſſibility of compromiſe between the laſt 
adulgence of my deſpair and the endurance of my 
Wis!” Emily was terrified by the ſternneſs of his 
ck, and ſaid, in a ſoothing voice, You have 
Sgourſelf acknowledged; that it is neceflary we 
Would part ;---if you wiſh, that I ſhould believe 
au love me, you will repeat the acknowledgment.” 
Never never, cried he--- I was diſtracted 
hen I made it. O] Emily---this is too much - 
ough you are not deceived as to my faults, you 


at uſt be deluded into this exaſperation agaiuſt them. 
he he Count is the barrier between us; but he ſhall 
{k, ot long remain ſo.” 5 

Lou are, indeed, diſtracted, ſaid Emily, the 


y friend, and that might, in ſome. degree; induce 
au to conſider him as yours. Four friend ' 
a Valancourt, haſtily, © how has he: been your 
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ng ea, that be can fo eaſily make you forget your 
in. Wer? Was it he, who recommended 9 4 fa- 
in dur the Monſieur Dupont, who, you fü dcm 


ount is not your enemy; on the contrary, he is 
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lecting the folly and the vice, by which I have loſt 
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your affeQigns? But I have no right to- queſticy 


xt ;-—You are your own miſtreſs. Dupont, per. 
aps, may not long triumph over my fallen for. 
tunes Emily, more frightened than before by th; 
frantic looks of Valancourt, ſaid, in a tone ſcarcely 
audible, © For heaven's ſake be reaſonable--.he 
compoſed. Monſieur Dupant is not your rival, nor 
is the Count your enemy. You have no rival; 
nor except 8 an enemy. My heart is wrung 
with anguiſh, which muſt increaſe while your ſran- 
tic behaviour ſhews me, more than ever, that you 
are no longer the Valancourt I have been accu. 
tomed to love. 

He made no reply, but ſat with his arms reſted 
on the table and his face concealed by his hands; 
while Emily ſtood, ſilent and trembling, wretched 
for herſelf and dreading to leave him in this ſtate of 
mind. 

O excels of miſery ' he ſuddenly exclaimed, 
That I can never lament my ſufferings, without 
accuſing myſelf, nor remember you, without rec: 


you. Why was | forced to Paris, and why did! 
yield to allurements, which were to make me deſpi- 
cable for ever! O] why cannot I look back, witb⸗ 
out interruption, to thoſe days of innocence ati 
peace, the days of our early love . The recollec. 
tion ſeemed to melt his heart, and, the frenzy ol 
deſpair yielded to tears. After a long pauſe, turn- 
ing towards her and taking her hand, he ſaid, ina 
ſoſtened voice, Emily, can you bear that we ſhould 
part=--can. you reſolve to give up an heart, that 
loves you like mine---an- heart, which, though it 
has erred---widely erred, is not irretrievable from 
error, as you well know, it can never be retrievabl 
from love ? Emily made no reply, but with her 
tears Can you,” continued he, can you for 
| — | > +2 . G ” . get 
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| vet all our former days of bappineſs and confidence 
8 „when I bad not a thought, that I might have 


iched to conceal from you---when I had no taſte-... 


opleaſures, in which you did nor participate? 
0 do not lead me to the remembrance of thoſe 
er ſaid Emily, © unleſs you can teach me to 
ret the preſent; I do not mean to reproach you; 
I did, 1 ſhould be ſpared theſe tears; but why 
nin you render your preſent ſufferings more conſpi- 
' WW uous, by contraſting them with your former 
irtues ?” 
© Thoſe virtues,” ſaid Valancourt, * might, per- 
ps, again be mine, if your affection, which nur- 
Wured them, was unchanged ;---but I fear, indeed, 


SDappy hours, which we have paſſed together, would 
lead for me, and you could not look back upon 
em unmoved. Yet, why ſhould I torture myſelf 
ith the remembrance-- why. do linger here? Am 
not ruined---would it not be madneſs to involve 
ou in m7 misfortunes, even if your beart was ſtill 
ny own? I will not diſtreſs you further. Yet be- 
ore I go,” added he, in a ſolemn voice, let me re- 


j Wpcat, that, whatever may be my deſtiny---what- 
„euer I may be doomed to ſuffer, I muſt always love 
cou -moſt fondly love you! I am going, Emily, 1 
c. m going to leave you---to. leave you for ever! 


s be ſpoke the laſt words, his voice trembled, 
Wand he threw himſelf again into the chair, from 
which he had riſen, Emily was utterly unable to 


Wot his criminal conduct and almoſt of his follies 
Vas obliterated from her mind, and ſhe was ſenſible 
orfly of pity and prief. 


ble © My, fortitude is gone, ſaid Valancourt at 
der length; I can no longer even ſtruggle to recall it. 
0. leannot now leave you-I cannot bid you an a N 


. 


eavye the room, or to ſay farewell. All. impreſſion. - 


; | ſee, that you can no longer love me; elſe the 
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nal farewell; ſay at leaſt that you will ſee me ont 
again.“ Emily's heart was ſomewhat relieved by the 


requeſt, and ſhe endeavoured to believe, that e 


ought not to refuſe it. Yet ſhe was embarraſſe 
by recollecting, that ſhe was a viſitor in the houſe 
of the Count, who could not be pleaſed by the retun 
of Valancourt. Other conſiderations, however 
ſoon overcame this, and ſhe granted his requel} 
on the condition, that he would neither think d 
the Count, as his enemy, nor Dupont as his riva 
He then left her, with a heart, ſo much lightenel 
by this ſhort reſpite, that he almoſt loſt every for. 
mer ſenſe of misfortune. 

Emily withdrew to her own room, that ſhe 
might compoſe her ſpirits and remove the traces ol 
her tears, which would encourage the cenſorious 
remarks of the Counteſs and her favourite, as wel 
as excite the curioſity of the reſt of the family. Sh: 
found it, however, impoſlible to tranquillize her 
mind, from which ſhe could not expel the remen- 
brance of the late ſcene with Valancourt, or the 
- conſciouſneſs, that ſhe was to ſee him again, on the 
morrow. This meeting now appeared more ter- 


rible to her than the laſt, for the ingenuous con- 


feſſion he had made of his ill conduct and his em- 
barraſſed circumſtances, with the ſtrength and ter- 
derneſs of affection, which this confeſſion diſcover 
ed, had deeply impreſſed her, and, in ſpite of all ſh: 
. had heard and believed to his diſadvantage, ber 
elteem began to return. It frequently appeared to 
her impoſſible, that he could have been guilty of the 
depravities, reported of him, which, if not incon- 
ſiſtent with his warmth and impetuoſity, were en- 
tirely ſo with his candour and ſenſibility. What 
eyer was the criminality, which had given riſe to 
the reports, ſhe could not now believe them to be 
wholly true, nor that his heart was finally > 
2 | agai 


inf the charms of virtue. The deep conſciouſ- 
, which he felt as well as expreſſed of his er- 
rs, ſeemed to juſtify the opinion; and, as ſhe un- 
WW ood not the inſtability of youthful diſpoſitions 
ea oppofed' by habit, and that profeſſions 
WWSquently deceive thoſe, who make, as well as 
ee, who hear them, ſhe might have yielded to 
flattering perſuaſions of her own heart and the 
eadings of Valancourt, had ſhe not been guided 
che ſuperior prudence of the Count. He repre- 
ee to her, in a clear light, the danger of her 
eſent ſituation, that of liſtening to promiſes of 
endment, made under the influehce of ſtrong 
ſon, and the flight hope, which could attach to 
connection, whoſe chance of happineſs reſted 
on the retrieval of ruined circumſtances and the 
orm of corrupted habits. On theſe accounts, he 
WWnented, that Emily had conſented to a fecong in- 
riew, for he ſaw how much it would ſhake her 
Wſolution and increaſe the difficulty of her re- 
. neſt. | , 
Her mind was now ſo entirely occupied by 
earer intereſts, that ſhe forgot the old houſekeeper 
ad che promiſed hiſtory, which ſo lately had ex- 
ed her curioſity, but which Dorothee was pro- 
3 by not very anxious to diſcloſe, for night came; 
e hours paſſed ; and ſhe did not appear in Emily's 
amber. With the latter it was a fleepleſs and 
mal night; the more ſhe ſuffered her memory to 
ell on the late ſcenes with Valancourt, the more 
r reſolution declined, and ſhe was obliged to re- 
lle all the arguments, which the Count had 
Wade uſe of to ſtrengthen it, and all the precepts, 
aich ſhe had received from her deceaſed father, 
the ſubject of ſelf command, to enable her to 
Wt, with prudence and dignity, on this the moſt 
yere occaſion of her life. There were moments, 
hen all her fortitude forſook her, and when, re- 
membering. 
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membering the confidence of former times, ſhe 
thought it impoſſible, that ſhe could renounce Va. 
lancourt. His reformation then appeared certain; 
the arguments of Count De Villefort were forgot. 
ten; ſhe readily believed all ſhe wiſhed, and was 
willing to encounter any evil, rather than of an in. 
mediate ſeparation. 

Tbus paſſed the night in ineffectual flruggle 
between affection and reaſon, and ſhe roſe, in 
the morning, with a mind, weakened and irreſo. 
lute, and a frame, trembling with illneſs. 
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8 | ©« Come, weep with me ;—paſt hope, paſt cure, paſt 
A help!“ | 
XX ROMEO AUD Juri. 


ALANCOURT, meanwhile, ſuffered the 
Wortures of remorſe and deſpair. The fight of Emily 
ad renewed all the ardour, with which he firſt 
Woved her, and which had ſuffered a temporary abate- 
eent from abſence and the paſſing ſcenes of buſy 
Wife. When, on the receipt of her letter, he ſet 
Nut for Languedoc, he then knew that his own folly 
ad involved him in ruin, and it was no part of his 
Neſign to conceal this from her. But he lamented 
gpnly the delay which his ill- conduct mult give $0 
heir marriage, and did not foreſee, that the infor- 
nation could induce her to break their connection 
Wor ever. While the proſpect of this ſeparation _ 
orerwhelmed his mind, before ſtung with ſelf-re- 
roach, he awaited their ſecond interview, in a 
ate little ſhort of diſtraQtion,. yet was {till inclined 
o hope, that his pleadings might prevail upon her 
Wot to exact it. In the morning, he ſent to know 
Wt what hour ſhe would ſee him; and his note ar- 
red, when ſhe was with the Count, who bad 
ought an opportunity of again converſing with her 
f Valancourt; for he perceived the extreme diſ- 
reſs of her mind, and - feared, more than ever, 
hat her fortitude would deſert her. Emilyhaying . 
iſmiſſed the meſſenger, the Count returned d 2 
n 
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fſubject of their late converſation, urging his fe; 
of Valancourt's entreaties, and again pointing out ty 

her the lengthened miſery, that uk enſue, if ( 
ſhould refuſe to encounter ſome preſent uneaſineh 
His repeated uy pr could, indeed, alone hay 
protected her from the affection ſhe till felt for 
Valancourt, and ſhe reſolved to be governed h 
them. 

The hour of interview, at length, arrived. Emily 
went to it, at leaſt, with compoſure of manner 
but Valancourt was ſo much agitated, that he 
could not ſpeak, for ſeveral minutes, and his fir: 
words were alternately thoſe of lamentation, er. 
treaty and ſelf-reproach. Afterward, he ad 
© Emily, I have loved you—lI do love you, betta 
than my life; but I am ruined by my own condut i 
Yet I would ſeek to entangle you in a connectio 
that muſt be miſerable for you, rather than ſubjeal 
myſelf to the puniſhment, which is my due, thi 
lots of you. I am a wretch, but I will be a villa 
no longer.—-I will not endeavour to ſhake your u 
ſolution by the pleadings of a ſelfiſh — | 
reſign you, Emily, and will endeavour to find co 
ſolation in conſidering, that, though I am miſen 
ble, you, at leaſt, may be happy. The merit d 
the ſacrifice is, indeed, not my own, for 1 ſhout 
never have attained ſtrength of mind to ſurrende 
you, if your prudence had not demanded it.” 

He pauſed a moment, while Emily attempted tt 
conceal the tears, which came to her eyes. vit 
would have ſaid, You ſpeak now, as you wen 
wont to do,“ but ſhe checked herſelf.---* Forgir 
me, Emily,” ſaid he, all the ſufferings I have oe 
caſioned you, and, ſometimes, when you think d 
the wretched Valancourt, remember, that his ou 
conſolation would be to believe, that you ate 


longer unbappy by his folly.” 1b 4 


LY | „ 
a upon ber cheek, and he was relapſing into the 
WWbrenſy of deſpair, when Emily endeavoured to re- 
n ner fortitude and to terminate an interview, 
nich only ſeemed to increaſe the diſtreſs of both. 
erceiving her tears and that ſhe was riſing to 7 

alancourt ſtruggled, once more, to overcome his 

en feelings and to ſooth hers. © The remem- 
ance of this ſorrow,” ſaid he, ſhall in future be 

J protection. O! never again will example, or 
= mptation have power to ſeduce me to evil, exalted 

J ſhall be by the recollection of your grief for 

i Ty 

Emily was ſomewhat comforted by this aſſurance. 

We are now parting for ever, ſaid ſhe; * but, 
my happineſs is dear to you, you will always re- 

ember, that nothing can contribute to it more, 

an to believe, that you have recovered your own 
eem.“ Valancourt took her band ;----his eyes 

Were covered with tears, and the farewell he would 

Wave ſpoken was loſt in fighs. After a few mo- 

Wents, Emily ſaid, with difficulty and emotion, 

Farewell, Valancourt, may you be happy ” * She 

Wepeated her farewell,“ and attempted: to with 

aw her hand, but he ſtill held it and bathed it 
ich his tears. Why prolong theſe moments?“ 

id Emily, in a voice ſcarcely audible, * they are 

Wo painful to us both.” This is too---too much,” 
claimed Valancourt, reſigning her hand and 

rowing himſelf into a chair, where he covered his 

ce with his hands, and was overcome, for ſome 
oments, by convulſive ſighs. After a long pauſe, 
uring which Emily wept in ſilence, and Valancourt 
emed ſtruggling with his grief, ſhe again roſe to 
ake leave of him. Then, endeavouring to recover 
is compoſure, I am again afflicting you, ſaid. _ 

e, but let the anguiſh I ſuifer plead for me“ 

le then added, in a ſolemn voice, which frequently 


trembled 


„N 


trembled with the agitation of his heart, Fare, 
well, Emily, you will always be the only object d 
my tenderneſs. Sometimes you will think of th: 
unhappy Valancourt, and it will be with pit, 
though it may not be with eſteem. O] what 
the whole world to me, without you---without you 
eſteem!” He checked himſelf---* I am falling again 
into the error I have juſt lamented. I muſt not in 
trude longer upon your patience, or I ſhall relapſ 
into deſpair.” 

He once more bade Emily adieu, preſſed her hand 
to his lips, looked at her, for the laſt time, and 
hurried out of the room. 

Emily remained in the chair, where he had leſt 
her, oppreſſed with a pain at her heart, which 
ſcarcely permitted her to breathe, and liſtening 90 
his departing ſteps, ſinking fainter and fainter, ai 
he croſſed the hall. She was, at length, rouſed by 
the voice of the Counteſs in the garden, and, ber 
attention being then awakened, the firſt objed, 
which ſtruck her ſight, was the vacant chair, when 
Valancourt had ſat. The tears, which had been, 
for ſome time, repreſſed by the kind of aſtoniſh- 
ment, that followed his departure, now came t 
her relief, and ſhe was, at length, ſufficiently com- 
poſed to return to her own room. 


* 
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<« This is no mortal buſineſs nor no ſound 
That the earth o-wes ! 


SHAKESPEARE: 


E now return to the mention of Montoni, 
Whoſe rage and diſappointment were ſoon loſt in 
Warer intereſts, than any, which the unhappy Emily 
d awakened. His depredations having exceeded 
Weir uſual limits, and reached an extent, at which 
Witcher the timidity of the then commercial ſenate 
Venice, nor their hope of his occaſional aſſiſt- 
ee would permit them to connive, the ſame ef- 
rt, it was reſolved, ſhould complete the ſuppreſ- 
Wn of his power, and the correction of his out- 
es. While a corps of conſiderable ſtrength was 
on the point of receiving orders to march for 
i dolpho, a young officer, prompted: partly by re- 
Wn tment, for ſome injury, received from Montoni, 
Wd partly by the hope of diſtinction, ſolicited an 
Wterview with the Miniſter, who directed the en- 
Wrpriſe. To him he repreſented, that the ſituation 
Udolpho rendered it too ſtrong to be taken by 
den for<e, except after ſome tedious operations; 
at Montoni had lately ſhewn how capable he was 
adding to its ſtrength all the advantages, Which 
uld be derived from the ſkill of a commander; 
at ſo conſiderable a body of troops, as that al- 
ted to the expedition, could not approach Udol- 
without his knowledge, and that it was not =_ + 
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the honour of the republic to have a large part of 
its regular force employed, for ſach a time as the 
fiege of Udolpho would require, upon the attack of 
a handful of banditti. The object of the expedi. 
tion, he thought, might be accompliſhed much 
miore ſafely and ſpeedily by mingling contrivance 
with force. It was poſſible to meet Montoni and 
his party, without their walls, and to attack them 
then; or, by approaching the fortreſs, with the 
ſecrecy, conſiſtent with the march of ſmaller bodies 
of troops, to take advantage either of the treachery, 
or negligence of ſome of his party, and to ruſh un- 
expectedly; upon the whole even in the caſtle of 
Udolpho. ** 

This advice was ſeriouſly attended to, and the of- 
ficer, who gave it, received the command of the 
troops, demanded for his purpoſe. His firſt efforts 

were accordingly thoſe of contrivance alone, In 
the neighbourhood of Udolpho, he waited, till he 
had ſecured the aſſiſtance of ſeveral of the condotti- 
eri, of whom he found none, that he addrefled, un- 
willing to puniſh their imperious maſter and to ſe- 
cure their own pardon from the ſenate. He learn- 
ed alſo the number of Montoni's troops, and that 
it had been much increaſed, fince his late ſucceſſes. 
The concluſion of his plan was ſoon effected. 
Having returned with his party, who received the 
watch-word and other aſſiſtance from their friends 
within, Montoni and his officers were ſurpriſed by 
one diviſion, who had been directed to their apart 
ment, while the other maintained the ſlight combat 
which preceded the ſurrender of the whole garri- 
ſon. Among the perſons, ſeized with Montoni, 
was Orſino, the aſſaſſin, who had joined him on his 
firſt arrival at Udolpho, and whoſe concealment 
had been made known to the ſenate by Count Mo- 
rano, after the unſucceſsful attempt of the latter 19 
| cart} 
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arry off Emily. It was indeed, partly for the pur- 
oſe of capturing this man, by whom one of the 


ndertaken, and its ſucceſs was ſo acceptable to 
hem, that Morano was inſtantly releaſed, notwith- 
anding the political ſuſpicions, which Montoni, by 
Wis ſecret accuſation, had excited againſt him. 
Fe celerity and eaſe, with which this whole tranſ- 
tion was completed, prevented it from attracting 
uriofity, or even from obtaining a place in any of 
be publiſhed records of that time; ſo that Emily, 
ho remained in Languedoc, was ignorant of the 
efeat and fignal humiliation of her late perſecu- 
== or. 

Her mind was now occupied with ſufferings, 


Wroul. Count de Ville fort, who ſincerely attempt- 
Ed whatever benevolence could ſuggeſt for ſoften- 
Ing them, ſometimes allowed her the folitude ſhe 


Ind conſtantly protected her, as much as pollible, 


Ne 

e-rom the ſhrewd enquiries and critical converſation 
n- f the Counteſs. He often invited her to make 
at WExcurlions, with him and his daughter, during 


Whus endeavoured gradually to withdraw her from 


4; ie ſubject of her grief, and to awake other intereſts 
ber mind. Emily, to whom he appeared as the 
- aligbtened friend and protector of her youth, 


ies. It was long before ſhe could ſufficiently ab- 
kat her mind ſrom Valancourt to liſten to the 


Wenate had been murdered, that the expedition was 


Which no effort of reaſon had yet been able to con- 


iſned for, ſometimes led her into friendly parties, 


bich he converſed entirely on queſtions, ſuitable 
Wo her tafte, without appearing to conſult it, and 


on felt for him the tender affection of a daugh- 

Wer, and her heart expanded to her young friend 

anche, as to a ſiſter, whoſe kindneſs and ſimpli- 

Wity ar for the want of more brilliant qua- 
£ 


17 promiſed by old Dorothée, concerning 
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which her curioſity had once been fo deeply in. 
tereſted ; but Dorothee, at length, reminded her 
of it, and Emily deſired, that ſhe would come, that 
night, to her chamber, 
Still-her thoughts were employed by conſiderati- 
ons which weakened her curioſity, and Dorothée 
tap at the door ſoon after twelve, ſurpriſed her 
almoſt as much as if it had not been appointed. 
© I am come, at laſt, lady,” ſaid ſhe; * I wonder 
what it is makes my old limbs ſhake ſo, to- 
night. I thought, once or twice, I ſhould have 
dropped, as | was a coming.“ Emily ſeated her in 
a chair, and deſired, that ſhe would compoſe her 
ſpirits, before ſhe entered upon the ſubject that 
had brought her tbither. Alas,“ ſaid Dorothee, 
© it is thinking of that, I believe, which has diſturb- 
ed me fo. In my way hither too, I paſſed the 
chamber, where my dear lady died, and every thing 
was fo ſtill and gloomy about me, that I almoſt 
+ her, as ſhe appeared upon her death- 
ed.” | 
Emily now drew her chair near to Dorothee, 
who went on. It is about twenty years ſince my 
lady Marchioneſs came a bride to the chateau. O 
Iwell remember how ſhe looked, when ſhe came 
into the great hall, where we ſervants were all 
afſembled to welcome her, and-how happy my lord 
the Marquis ſeemed. Ah! who would have 
thought then !—But, as I was ſaying, ma'amſelle, 
I thought the Marchioneſs, with all her ſweet 
looks, did not look happy at heart, and ſo I told 
my huſband, and he ſaid it was all fancy; ſo I. ſad 
no more, but I made my remarks, for all that. My 
lady Marchioneſs was then about your age, and a8 
I have often thought, very like you. Well | my 
lord the Marquis kept open houſe, for à long time, 
and gave ſuch entertainments, and there Were ſuch 


I 


iy doings as have never been in the chateau ſince. 
= was younger, ma'amſelle, then, than I am now, 
nd was as gay as the beſt of them. I remember I 
WH anced with Philip the butler, in a pink gown, with 
ellow ribbons, and a coif, not ſuch as they wear 
ow, but plaited high, with ribbons all about it. It 
as very becoming truly ;—my lord, the Marquis, 
Woticed me. Ah! he was a good-natured gentleman 
en—who would have thought that he! 
© But the Marchioneſs, Dorothée, ſaid Emily, 
you were telling me of her.” 
O yes, my lady Marchioneſs, I thought ſhe did 
ot ſeem happy at heart, and once, ſoon after the 
arriage, I caught her crying in her chamber ; but, 


We matter; but, the next time I ſaw her crying, I 
Wd, and ſhe ſeemed diſpleaſed ; ſo 1 faid no more. 
found out, ſome time after, how it was. Her fa- 
er, it ſeems, had commanded her to marry my 
rd, the Marquis, for his money, and there was 
other nobleman, or elſe a chevaher, that ſhe 
ed better and that was very fond of her, and ſhe. 
Wetted for the loſs of him, 1 fancy, but ſhe never 
id me ſo. My lady always tried to conceal her 
Wars from the Marquis, for I have often ſeen her, 

ter ſhe has been ſo ſorrowſul, look fo calm and 
et, when he came into the room! But my lord, 

of a ſudden, grew gloomy and fretful, and very 
Rind ſometimes to my lady. This afliQed her 
ry much, as I ſaw, for ſhe never complained, and 

euled to try ſo ſweetly to oblige him and to 


ing bim into a good humour, that my heart has 
sen ached to ſee it. But he uſed to be ſtubborn, 
my gave her harſh anſwers, and then, when ſhe 
Ne; 


und it all in vain, ſhe would go to her own 


dm, poor dear lady ! but I ſeldom ventured to go 
| G 2 5 to 


hen ſhe ſaw me, ſhe dried her eyes, and pretend- 
co ſmile. - I did not dare then to aſk what was 


dm, and cry ſo! | uſed to hear her in the anti- 
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24 
tdtccher. I uſed, ſometimes, to think my lord wy 
fjealous. To be ſure my lady was greatly admire, 
but ſhe was too good to deſerve ſuſpicion. Among 

' the many chevaliers, that viſited at the chateau, 
there was one, that I always thought ſeemed juſt 
fuited for my lady; he was fo courteous, yet ſo ſpi. 
rited, and there was ſuch a grace, as it were, in al 
he did, or ſaid. I always obſerved, that, whenever 
| he had been there, the Marquis was more gloomy 
* and my lady more thoughtful, and it came into my 
head, that this was the chevalier ſhe ought to hay: 

married, but I never could learn for certain. 

© What was the chevalier's name, Dorothée? 

ſaid Emily. 

© Why that I will not tell even to you, ma'an- 

ſelle, for evil may come of it. J once heard fron 

725 a perſon, who is fince dead, that the Marchionel 

| Was not in law the wife of the Marquis, for that he 
had before been privately married to the gentleman 

the was ſo much attached to, and was afterward 

afraid to own it to her father, who was a very ſten 

man; but this ſeems very unlikely, and-1 ner 

gave much faith to it. As I was ſaying, the Mar 

quis was moſt out of humour, as I thought, whe! 

the chevalier I ſpoke of had been at the chaten 
and, at laſt, his ill treatment of my lady mad: 

1 her quite miſerable. He would ſee hardly any vil- 
tors at the caſtle, and made her live almoſt by her 
ſelf. Twas her conſtant attendant, and ſaw all fi: 
ſuffered, but ſtill ſhe never complained. 
After matters had gone on thus, for near i 
% <5 4a; eee taken ill, and I thought her lony 
| fretting had made her ſo,—but, alas! I fear it wi 
worſe than that. | 
. Worſe! Dorothée, ſaid Emily, © can that V 
poſſible? 
II fear it was ſo, madam, there were ſtrange 


| N But I will only tell what happentk 
My lord, the Marquis 
8 pe Hull 
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© Huſh, Dorothée, what ſounds were thoſe ? 
fiid Emily. | | 
Dorothee changed countenance, and, while they 
both liſtened, they heard, on the ſtilneſs of the 
night, muſic of uncommon ſweetneſs. * 
© T have ſurely heard that voice before ” ſaid 
Emily, at length. | 
© I have often heard it, and at this ſame hour,” 
ſaid Dorothée, ſolemnly, * and, if ſpirits ever bring 
muſic—that is ſurely the muſic of one P 
Emily, as the ſounds drew nearer, knew them to 
be the ſame ſhe had formerly heard at the time of 
ber father's death, and whether it was the remem- 
brance they now revived of that melancholy event, 
or that ſhe was ſtruck with ſuperſtitious awe, it is 
certain ſhe was ſo much affected, that ſhe had nearly 
ſainted, WEN AF. 
© I think I once told you, madam,” fai&Doro- 
"thee, © that I firſt heard this muſic, ſoon after my 
lady's death | I well remember the night! | 
Hark it comes again!“ ſaid Emily, et us 
n the window, and liſten.” 
They did ſo; but, ſoon, the ſounds floated gra- 
dually away into diſtance, and all was again till ; 
they ſeemed to have ſunk among the woods, whoſe 
tufted tops were viſible upon the clear horizon, 
while every other feature of the ſcene was involved 
in the night-ſhade, which however, allowed the 
eſe an indiſtinct view of ſome objects in the garden 
ow. Be 
As Emily leaned on the window, gazing with 
a kind of thrilling awe upon the obſcurity beneath, 
and then upon the cloudleſs arch above, enlighten- 
ed only by the ſtars, Dorothee, in a low voice, re- 
ſumed her narrative. JOEL 2, 
I was ſaying, ma'amſelle, that I well remember 
whea firſt I heard that muſic. 2455 ** Sr 
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It was one night, ſoon after my lady's death, 
that I had ſat up later than uſual, and I don't knoy 
how it was, but I had been thinking a great dex] 
about my poor miſtreſs, and of the ſad ſcene I had 
lately witnefled. The chateau was quite ſtill, and 
[ was in a chamber at a good diſtance from the reſ 
of the ſervants, and this, with the mournful thing 
I had been thinking of, I ſuppoſe, made me lou. 
ſpirited, for I felt very lonely and forlorn, as it were, 
and liſtened often, wiſhing to hear a ſound in th: 
© chatean, for you know, ma'amſelle, when one can 
hear people moving, one does not ſo much mind 
about one's fears. But all the ſervants were gone 
to bed, and | ſat, thinking and thinking, till I wa 
almoſt afraid to look round the room, and my poor 
lady's countenance often came to my mind, ſuch a 
I had ſeen her when ſhe was dying, and, once or 
twice, I almoſt thought I ſaw her before me,—when 
ſuddenly I heard ſuch ſweet muſic ! 1t ſeemed juſt 
at my. window, and 1 ſhall never forget what I felt 
1 had not power to move from my Chair; but then, 
when I thought it was my dear lady's voice, the 
tears came to my eyes. I had often heard her ſing, 
in her life-time, and to be ſure ſhe had a very fine 
voice; it had made me cry to hear her, many 
time, when {he has fat in her oriel, of an evening, 
playing upon her lute ſuch fad ſongs, and ſinging A 
O! it went to one's heart! I have liſtened in the 
anti-chamber, for the hour together, and ſhe woull 
| ſometimes fit playing, with the window open, when 
it was ſummer time, till it was quite dark, and when 
1 have gone in, to ſhut it, ſhe has hardly ſeemed to 
know what hour it was. But as I ſaid, madan, 
continued Dorothée, when firſt J heard the mu- 
ſic, that came juſt now, I thought it was my late N lord 
lady's, and I have often thought fo again, when I bad 
have heard it, as I have done at intervals, ever ſince. Wi 't v 
Sometimes, many months have gone by, but ſtill i : 
has returned.“ 


It 
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t is extraordinary, obſerved Emily, that no 
perſon has yet diſcovered the muſician.”  - 
Aye, ma'amſelle, if it had: been any thing 
W earthly it would have been-difcovered long ago, but 
who could have courage to follow a ſpirit, and if 
they had, what good could it do ?---for ſpirits, 30 
boo, mYam, can take any. ſhape, or no ſhape, and 
W they will be here, one minute, and, the next per- 
S haps, in a quite different place P 

© Pray reſume your ſtory af the Marchioneſs,” 
bid Emily, © and acquaint me with the manner of 
her death.“ | 

J will, ma' am, ſaid Dorothee, but ſhall we 
leave the window? | 

This cool air refreſhes me,” replied Emily, 
and | love to hear it creep along the woods, and 
to look upon this duſky landſcape. - You were ſpeak- 
Jing of my lord, the Marquis, when the muſic in- 
terrupted us.” 255 

© Yes, madam, my lord, the Marquis, became 
more and more gloomy; and my lady grew worſe, 
and worſe, till, one night, ſhe was taken very ill, 
indeed. I was called up, and, when I came to her 
bed-fide, I was ſhocked to ſee her countenance—it 
was fo changed ” She looked piteouſly up at me, 
and defired I would call the Marquis again, for he 


particular to fay to him. Atlaſt, he came, and he 
did, to be ſure, ſeem very ſorry to ſee. her, but he 
lad very little. My lady told him ſhe felt herſelf 
to be dying, and wiſhed to ſpeak with him alone, 
aud then I left the room, but T ſhall never forget 
his look as I went.” oF 

When I returned, I ventured to remind my. 


had forgot to do fo, in his grief; but my lady ſaid 
it was then too late; but my lord, fo far from 


was not yet come, and tell him ſhe had ſomething 


lord about ſending for a doctor, for I ſuppoſed he 
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ful blackneſs ſpread all over her face. When he 


( 


thinking ſo, ſeemed to think lightly of her diſorder 


— till ſhe was ſeized with ſuch terrible pains! O, 
never ſhall forget her ſhriek ! My lord then ſent of 
a man and horſe for the doctor, and walked about 
the room and all over the chateau, in the greate 
diſtreſs; and I ſtaid by my dear lady, and did what 
I cguld to eaſe her ſufferings. She had intervals of 
eaſe, and in one of theſe ſhe ſent for my lord again; 
when he came, I was going, but ſhe defired I would 
not leave her. O! I ſhall never forget what a ſcene 
paſſed---I can hardly bear to think of it now! My 
lord was almoſt diſtracted, for my lady behaved 


with fo much goodneſs, and took ſuch pains to com- 


fort him, that, if he ever had ſuffered a ſuſpicion 
to enter his head, he muſt now have been con- 
vinced he was wrong. And to be ſure he did ſeem 


to be overwhelmed with the thought of his treat- 
ment of her, and this affected her ſo much, that 


ſhe fainted away. 

* We then got my lord out of the room; be 
went into his library, and threw himſelf on the 
floor, and there he ſtaid, and would hear no rea- 
fon, that was talked to him. When my lady re- 


covered, ſhe enquired for him, but, afterwards, 


faid ſhe could not bear to ſee his grief, and deſired 
we would let her die quietly. She died in my 
arms, ma'amſelle, and ſhe went off as peacefully 
as a child, for all the violence of her ditorder was 
paſſed.” | 

Dorothee pauſed, and wept, and Emily wept 
with her: for ſhe was much affected by the good- 


4 


neſs of the late Marchioneſs, and by the meek pa- 


tience, with which ſhe had ſuffered. 

© When the doctor-came,” reſumed Dorothee, 
© alas! he came too late; he appeared greatly 
ſnocked to ſee her, for ſoon after her death a fright- 


had 
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| had ſent the attendants out of the room, he aſked 


me ſeveral odd queſtions about the Marchioneſs, 
particularly concerning the manner, in which ſhe 
had been ſeized, and he often ſhook his head at 
my anſwers, and ſeemed to mean more, than he 
choſe to ſay. But I underſtood him too well. 
However, | kept my remarks to myſelf, and only 
told them to my huſband, who bade me hold my 
tongue. Some of the other ſervants, However, 
ſuſpeted what I did, and ſtrange reports were 
whiſpered about the neighbourhood, but nobody 
dared to make any ſtir about them. When my 
lord heard that my lady was dead, he ſhut himſelf 
up, and would fee nobody but the doctor, who 
uſed to be with him alone, ſometimes for an hour 
together; and, after that, the doctor never talked 
with me again about my lady. When ſhe was 
buried in the church of the convent, at a little 
diſtance yonder, if the moon was up you might 
ſee the towers here, ma'amſeile, all my lord's 
vaſſals followed the funeral, and there was not a 
dry eye among them, for ſhe had done a deal of 
good among the poor. My lord, the Marquizgy 
I never ſaw any body ſo melancholy as he was 
afterwards, and ſometimes he would be in ſuch 
fits of violence, that we almoſt thought he had 
loſt his ſenſes. He did not ſtay long at the cha- 
teau, but joined his regiment, and, ſoon after, all 
the ſervants, except my huſband and I, received 
notice to. go, for my lord went to the wars. I 
never ſaw him after, for he would not return to 


the chateau, though it is ſuch a fine place, and 


never finiſhed thoſe fine rooms he was building on 
the weſt fide of it, and it has, in a manner, 
been ſhut up ever ſince, till my lord the Count 
came here.” I 1 
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1 
»The death of the Marchioneſs appears extra- 
ordinary,” ſaid Emily, who was anxious to knoy 
more than ſhe dared to aſk. 
Tes, madam, replied Dorothée, it waz 
extraordinary; I have told you all I faw, and you 
may eaſily gueſs what I think. I cannot ſay more, 
becauſe I would not ſpread reports, that might 
offend my lord the Count.” 
© You are very right, ſaid Emily ;—* where did 
the Marquis die ?—* In the north of France, | 
believe, ma'amſelle, replied Dorothée. I wis 


very glad, when I heard my lord the Count was Ne 
coming, for this had been a ſad deſolate place, D 
theſe many years, and we heard ſuch ſtrange Hu 
noiſes, ſometimes, after my lady's death, that, a; in: 


I told you before, my huſband and I left it for: be 
neighbouring cottage. And now, lady, I hae 
told you all this ſad hiſtory, and all my thoughts, 
and you have promiſed, you know, never to give Mee 
the leaſt hint about it. 1 have, ſaid Emily, Nut 
and I will be faithful to my promiſe, Dorothee; 
what you have told has intereſted me more than 

you can imagine. I only wiſh 1 could prevail upor 

pyou to tell the name of the chevalier, whom you 
thought ſo deſerving the Marchioneſs.” 
Dorothee, however, ſteadily refuſed to do this, 
and then returned to the notice of Emily's likene's i 
to the late Marchioneſs. There is another pic 
ture of her,“ added the, hanging in a room « 
the ſuite, which was ſhut up. It was drawn, a | hoy 
have heard, before ſhe was married, and is much 
more like you than the miniature“ When Emil 
expreſſed a ſtrong defire to ſee this, Dorothée r. ul! 


E 
2 
— 


pied, that ſhe did not like to open thoſe rooms; 
but Emily reminded her, that the Count had talkee Hf | 
the other day of ordering them to be opened; © 


which Dorothée ſeemed to conſider much, " 
8 then 


x 
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ien he owned, that ſhe ſhould feel leſs, if ſhe * 
Vent into them with Emily firſt, than otherwiſe, 
nud at length promiſed to ſhew the picture. 
ye night was too far advanced, and Emily was 
oo much affected by the narrative of che ſcenes, 
rhich had paſſed in thoſe apartments, to wiſh to 
Wi ft them at this honr, but ſhe requeſted that Do- 
Wrothce would return on the following night, when 
Whey were not likely to be obſerved,” and conduct 
er thither.. Beſides her wiſh to examine the por- 
rait, ſhe felt a thrilling curioſity to fee the cham- 
er, in which the Marchioneſs had died, and which 
Dorothée had ſaid remained, with the bed and 
WS urniture, juſt as when the corpſe was removed for 
nterment. The ſolemn emotions, which the ex- 
peCtation of viewing ſuch a ſcene had awakened, 
rere in uniſon with the preſent tone of her mind, 
epreſſed by ſevere diſappointment. Cheerful ob- 
jects rather added to, than removed this depreſſion; 
Put, perhaps, ſhe yielded too much to her melan- 
holy inclination, and imprudently lamented the miſ- 
fortune, which no virtue of her own could have 
aught her to avoid, though no effort of reaſon * 
ould make her look unmoved upon the ſelf-degra- » 
ation of him, whom ſhe had once eſteemed and 
loved. 
Dorothee promiſed to return, on the following 
Wight, with the keys of the chambers, and then 
1 ! wiſhed Emily good repoſe, and departed. Emily, 
Wowever, continued at the window, muſing upon 
be melancholy fate of the Marchioneſs and liſten- 
ng, in awful expectation, for: a return of the 
ulic. But the ſtillneſs of the night remained 
ms; eng unbroken, except. by the murmuring ſounds 
dt the woods, as they waved in the breeze, and 
hen by the diſtant bell of the convent, ſtriking © _ 
dne. She now withdrew from the window, and. 
| a8 
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as {he ſat at her bedſide, indulging melancholy re- 
veries, which the lonelineſs of the hour aſſiſted, 
the ſtillneſs was ſuddenly interrupted not by muſic, 
but by very uncommon ſounds, that ſeemed to 
come either from the room, adjoining her own, or 
from one below. The terrible cataſtrophe, that 
had been related to her, together with the myſte. 
rious circumſtances, ſaid to have ſince occurred in 
the chateau, had ſo much ſhocked her ſpirits, that 
ſhe now ſunk, for a moment, under the weaknei;' 
of ſuperſtition. The ſounds, however, did not 
return, and ſhe retired, to forget in ſleep the dif. 
aſtrous ſtory ſhe had heard. 
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Now it is the time of night, 
That, the graves all gaping wide,. 
Every one lets forth his ſprite, 
In the church-way path to glide.“ 
| SHAKESPEARE, 


2 O N the next night, about the ſame hour as be. 


fore, Dorothée came to Emily's. chamber, with 


the keys of that ſuite of rooms; which had been 
particularly appropriated to the late Marchioneſs. 


Theſe extended along the north fide of the cha- 


teau, forming part of the old building; and, as 


Emily's room was in the fouth, they had to paſs 


over a great extent of the caſtle, and by the cham- 


bers of ſeveral. of the family, whoſe obſervations 
Dorothée was anxious to avoid, ſince it might ex- 
cite enquiry and raiſe reports, ſuch as would diſ- 
3 the en She, thereſore, requeſted, that 

mily would wait half an hour, before they ven- 
tured forth, that they might be certain all the 
ſervants were gone to bed. It was nearly one, 
before the chateau was perfectly ſtill, or Dorothee 
thought it prudent to leave the chamber. In this 


interval, her ſpirits ſeemed to be greatly "-—"_— 
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by the remembrance of paſt events, and by the 
proſpect of entering again upon places, where 


theſe had occurred, and in which ſhe had not been 
for ſo many years. Emily too was affected, but 
her feelings had more of ſolemnity, and leſs of 
fear. From the filence, into which reflection and 
expectation had thrown them, they, at length, 
rouſed themſelves, and left the. chamber. Doro. 
thee, at firſt, carried the lamp, but her hand 
trembled ſo much with infirmity and alarm, that 
Emily took it from her, and offered her arm, to 
ſupport her feeble ſteps. 

They had to deſcend the great ſtair-caſe, and, 
after paſſing over a wide extent of the chateau, to 
aſcend another, which led to the ſuite of room: 
they were in queſt of. They ſtepped cautiouſly 
along the open corridor, that ran round the great 
hall, and into which the chambers of the Count, 
Counteſs, . and the lady Blanche, opened, and, 
from thence, deſcending the chief ſtair-caſe, they 
croſſed the hall itſelf. Proceeding through the 
ſervants hall, where the dying embers of a wood 
fire till glimmered on the het, and the ſupper- 
table was ſurrounded by chairs, that obſtructed 
their paſſage, they came to the foot of the back 
ſtair-cale. Old Dorothée here pauſed, and looked 
around; Let us liſten,” faid ſhe, if any thing 
is ſtirring; Ma'amſelle, do you hear any voice! 
© None,” ſaid Emily, there certainly is no per. 
ſon up in the chateau, beſides ourſelves.'—* No, 
ma*amſelle,” ſaid Dorothée, but I have never 
been here at this- hour before, and, after what [ 
know, my fears are not wonderful.“ ——* What 
do you know © ſaid Emily.“ O ma'amſelle, 
we have ng. time for talking now; let us go on. 
nah on: the left is the one we mult Th 


Vis 
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They proceeded, and, having reached the- top 
Wof the ftair-caſe, Dorothée applied the key tc the 
lock. Ah, ſaid ſhe, as ſhe endeavoured to turn 
it, © fo many years have paſſed ſince this Was 
opened, that I fear it will not move“ Emilytwas 
more ſucceſsful, and they preſently entered a pa» 
W cious and antient chamber. , 
Alas ' exclaimed Dorothée, as ſhe ente red, 
© the laſt time J paſſed through this door—I fol- 
lowed my poor lady's corpſe ! q 
Emily, itruck with the circumſtance, and aff 2d- 
ed by the duſky and ſolemn air of the apartment, 
remained filent, and they paſſed on through a long 
WF ſuite of rooms, till they came to one more ſpacio us 
than the reft, and rich in the remains of faded 
magnificence. N i 
Let us reſt here awhile, madam,” ſaid Doito- 
hee faintly, we are going into the chamber, 
where my lady died! that door opens into it. 
Ab, ma'amſelle! why did you. perſuade mis to 
come? ? . | 
Emily drew one of the maſſy arm-chairs, with 
which the apartment was furniſhed, and be/pged 
Dorothée would fit down and try. to compoſꝶ her 
ſpirits. 
£ How the fight of- this place- brings all | that 
W palled formerly to my mind!“ ſaid Dorothee :|. it 
W {ecms as if it was but yeſterday fince all that \ ad af- 
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woeu can now hardly ſee what it is for the duſt, and 
our light is none of the beſt—ah ! how I have ſeeg 
this room lighted up in my lady's time !—all thi 


grand furniture came from Paris, and was mad; Wl 


after the faſhion of ſome in the Louvre there, ex. 


cept thoſe large glaſſes, and they came from ſome 


outlandiſh place, and that rich tapeſtry. How the 
colours are faded already !—fince I ſa it laſt ! 

# I underſtood, that was twenty years apo, 
obſerved Emily. 

5 Thereabout, madam,” ſaid Dorothée, ant 


rl remembered, but all the time between then 


and now ſeems as nothing. That tapeſtry uſed to 
be greatly admired at, it tells the ſtories out of 
fFome famous book, or other, but I have forgot the 
name.” 

Emily now roſe to examine the figures it exhi. 
bited, and diſcovered, by verſes in the Provencl 
tongue, wrought underneath each ſcene, that it 


exhibited ſtories from ſome of the moſt. celebrate 


ancient romances. 

Dorothee's ſpirits being now more compoſed, ſhe 
xoſte, and unlocked the door that led into the late 
Marchioneſs's apartment, and Emily paſſed into: 
Jofty chamber, hung round with dark arras, and ſo 
ſpabious, that the lamp ſhe held up did not ſhew its 
extent; while Dorothée, when ſhe entered, had 


_ dropped into. a. chair, where, ſighing deeply, ſhe 


ſcarcely truſted herſelf. with the view of a ſcene ( 
affecting to her. It was ſome time before Emily 
Poa throng) the duſk, the bed on which the 

archianeſs was ſaid to have died; when, advanc- 
ing to the upper end of the room, ſhe diſcovered 


the high canopied teſter of dark green damaſk 


with the curtains deſcending to the floor in the 


- Faſhion of a tent, half drawn, and remaining ap- 
. pareqtly, as they had been left twenty years be- 


fore] 
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ore; and over the whole bedding was thrown'z 
Wounterpane, or pall, of black velvet, that hung 
own to the floor. Emily ſhuddered, as ſhe held 
he lamp over it, and looked within the dark cur- 
ains, where ſhe almoſt expected to have ſeen achu- 
an face, and, ſuddenly remembering the horror 
e had ſuffered upon diſcovering the dying Madame 
Nontoni in the turret-chamber of Udolpho, her 
pirits fainted, and ſhe was turning from the bed, 
hen Dorothée, who had now reached it, ex- 
aimed, © Holy Virgin! methinks I ſee my lady 
retched upon that pall.--as when laſt I ſaw her? 
Emily, ſhocked by this exclamation, looked in- 
oluntarily again within the curtains, but the black- 
Weſs of the pall only appeared; while Dorothee was 
ompelled to ſupport herſelf upon the fide of the 
ed, and preſently tears brought her ſome re- 
Wick, H 
= Ah” ſaid ſhe, aſter ſhe had wept awhile, © it 
as here I fat on that terrible night, and held my 
Wady's hand, and heard her laſt words, and ſaw all 
Wer ſuſſerings---bere ſhe died in my arms!“ 
Do not indulge theſe painful recolleQtions,” ſaid 
Emily, let us go. Shew me the picture you 
oentioned, if it will not too much affect you. 
It hangs in the oriel,“ ſaid Dorothée rifing, 


bich ſhe opened, and Emily followed with the 
Night, into the cloſet of the late Marchioneſs. 
= © Alas! there ſhe is, ma'amſelle, ſaid Doro- 
hee, pointing to a portrait of a lady, there is 
er very ſelf! juſt as ſhe looked when ſhe came 
rſt to the chateau. You ſee, madam, ſhe was all 
Nooming like you, then and ſo ſoon to be cut 
While Dorothée ſpoke, Emily was attentively 
xamining the picture, which bore a ſtrong 6 


4 
. 
— 


| and going towards a ſmall door near the bed's head, 
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blance to the miniature, though the expreſſion of 
the countenance in each was ſomewhat different; 
but ſtill ſhe thought ſhe perceived ſomething of thx 
penſive melancholy in the portrait, which ſo ſtrong 
characteriſed the miniature. 

Pray, ma'amſelle, ſtand beſide the pictur, 
that I may look at you together,” ſaid Dorothe, 
who, when the requeſt was complied with, ex. 
claimed again at the reſemblance. Emily alſo, x 
ſhe gazed upon it, thought that ſhe had ſomewhere 
ſeen a perſon very like it, though ſhe could nx 
now rec:-opHect who this was. | 
In this cloſet were many memorials of the de. i 

parted NMarchioneſs; a robe and ſeveral articles « Wu 
her dreſs were ſcattered upon the chairs, as if the; Wl 
had juſt been thrown off. On the floor, were : i 
pair of black ſattin flippers, and, on the dreſſing. Wi 
table, a pair of gloves and a long black veil, which, 
as Emily took it up to examine, ſhe perceived ws 
dropping to pieces with age. 

* Ah! ſaid. Dorothée, obſerving the veil, * m 
lady's hand laid it there ; it has never been move 
fince l' 
Emily, ſhuddering,. immediately laid it down, 
« [ weil remember ſeeing her take it off, continued 
Dorothée, it was on the night before her death, 
when ſhe had returned from a little walk I had 
perſuaded her to take in the gardens, and ſhe ſeen- 
ed refreſhed by it. I told her how much better ſhe 
looked, and I.remember what a languid ſmile {ht 
gave me; but, alas! ſhe little thought, or I either, 
that ſhe was to die, that night? 

Dorothée wept again, and then, taking up the 
veil, threw it ſuddenly over Emily,” who ſhudderet 
to find it wrapt round her, deſcending even to het 
feet, and, as ſhe endeavoured to throw it off, Do- 
rothée intreated that ſhe would keep it on for one 

7 moment, 
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Wmoment. I thought,” added ſhe, © how like you 
would look to my dear miſtreſs in that veil ;— 
way your life, ma'amſelle, be a happier one than 
pers! | | 

= Emily, having diſengaged herſelf from the veil, 
aid it again on the dreſſing table, and ſurveyed the 
Wcloſet, where every object, on which her eye fixed, 
eemed to ſpeak of the Marchioneſs. In a large 
Priel window of painted glafs, ſtood a table, with 
W filver crucifix, and a prayer book open; and 
WEmily remembered with emotion what Dorothée 
Wad mentioned concerning her cuſtom of playing 
an ber lute in this window, before ſhe obſerved the 
Wute itſelf, lying on a corner of the table, as if it 
ad been careleſsly placed there by the hand, that 
ad ſo often awakened it. | | 
© This ts a fad forlorn place!” ſaid Dorothée, 
for, when my dear lady died, I had no heart to 
Wut it to rights, or the chamber either; and my 
Word never came into the rooms after, ſo they re- 


" vain juſt as they did when my lady was removed 
or interment.” | 

= While Dorothée ſpoke, Emily was ſtill looking 
0. n the lute, which was a Spaniſh one, and remark- 
e bly large; and then, with a heſitating hand, ſhe 
„ ook it up, and paſſed her fingers over the chords. 
bey were out of tune, but uttered a deep and 
: Wull found. Dorothée ſtarted at their well-known 

. 


ones, and, ſeeing the lute in Emily's hand, ſaid 
This is the lute my lady Marchioneſs loved fo ! I 
emember when laſt ſhe played upon it—it was on 
ie night that ſhe died. I came as uſual to undreſs 


the er, and, as I entered the bed-chamber, I heard the 
ound of muſic from the oriel, and perceiving it was 
her y lady's, who was ſitting there, I ſtepped ſoftly to 
Jo- be door, which ſtood a little open, to liſten; for 


the muſic—though it was mournful—was ſo ſweet ! 
ben There 
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There I ſaw her, with the lute in her hand, looking 
upwards, and the tears fell upon her cheeks, while 
ſhe ſung a veſper hymn, ſo ſoſt, and fo ſolemn! and 
her voice trembled, as it were, and then ſhe would 
ſtop for a moment, and wipe away her tears, and 
go on again, lower than before. O] I had often 
liſtened to my lady, but never heard any thing ſo 
ſweet as this; it made me cry, almoſt, to hear it. 
Sbe had been at prayers, I fancy, for there wa; 
the book open on the table beſide her---aye, and 
there it lies open ſtill! Pray, let us leave the orie, 
ma'amſelle, added Dorothée, this is a heart 
breaking place Y 
Having returned into the chamber, ſhe deſired to 
look once more upon the bed, when, as they came 
oppolite to the open door, leading into the ſaloon, 
Emily, in the partial gleam, which the lamp threy 
into it, thought ſhe ſaw ſomething glide along int 
the obſcurer part of the room. Her ſpirits had 
been much affected by the ſurrounding ſcene, ori 
"4s probable this circumſtance, whether real or in Wi 
ginary, would not have affected her in the degree it Wl 
did ; but ſhe endeavoured to conceal her emotion 
from Dorothée, who, however, obſerving her coun: 
tenance change, enquired if ſhe was ill. | 
© Let us go, ſaid Emily, faintly, the air oi 
theſe rooms is unwholeſome;' but, when ſhe at 
tempted to do ſo, conſidering that ſhe muſt pab 
through the apartment where the phantom of he 
terror had appeared, this terror increaſed, and, tov 
faint to ſupport herſelf, ſhe ſat down on the fide dl 
the bed. : 
-  Yorothee, believing that ſhe was only affected by 
a conſideration of the melancholy cataſtrophe, which 
had happened on this ſpot, endeavoured to chec! 
her; and then, as they ſat together on the bed, ſis 


began to relate other particulars concerning it, re 
| | th 
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aus without reflecting, that it might increaſe 
Emily's emotion, but becauſe they were particular- 
Wy intereſting to herſelf. * A little before my lady's 
—_Jcath,” ſaid ſhe, © when the pains were gone off, 
ſhe called me to her, and, ſtretching out her hand 
to me, I ſat down juſt there---where the curtain 
falls upon the bed. How well I remember her 
ook at the time---death was in it !---] can almoſt 
fancy I ſee her now.---There ſhe lay, ma'amſelle— 
Wher face was upon the pillow there] This black 
Wcounterpane was not upon the bed then; it was 
aid on, after her death, and ſhe was laid out upon 
. 
= Emily turned to look within the duſky curtains, 
s if ſhe could have ſeen the countenance of which 
WDorothce ſpoke. The edge of the white pillow 


Was her eyes wandered over the pall itſelf, ſhe fancied 
ie ſaweit move. Without ſpeaking, ſhe caught 
WD orothee's arm, who, ſurpriſed by the action, and 
y the look of terror that accompanied it, turned 
er eyes from Emily to the bed, where, in the next 
oment ſhe, too, * the pall flowly lifted, and fall 
gain. | e 
Emily attempted to 0, but Dorothee ſtood fixed 
ad gazing upon the bed; and, at length, ſaid— 
It is only the wind, that waves it, ma'amſelle 
e have left all the doors open: ſee how the air 
aves the lamp, too,---It is only the wind.?“ 


all was more violently agitated than before; but 


emily, ſomewhat aſhamed of her terrors, ſtepped 

-hic back to the bed, willing to be convinced that the 

bel ind only had occaſioned her alarm; when, as ſhe 

, ſh; A azed within the curtains, the pall moved again, 

and, in the next moment, the apparition of à hue 
thib | | 


Screaming 


9 


aly appeared above the blackneſs of the pall, but, 


Je a ; She had ſcarcely uttered theſe words, when the 


aan countenance roſe above it. * 7 
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Screaming with terror, they both fled, and got 
out of the chamber as faſt as their trembing limbs 
would bear them, leaving open the doors of all the 
rooms, through which they paſſed. When they 
reached the ſtair-caſe, Dorothée threw open a 
chamber-door, where ſome of the female ſervants 
flept, and ſunk breathleſs on the bed ; while Emily, 
deprived of all preſence of mind, made only a fee- 
ble attempt to conceal the occaſion of her terror 
from the aſtoniſhed ſervants ; and, though Dorothee, 

when ſhe could ſpeak, endeavoured to laugh at her 

- own fright, and was joined by Emily, no remon- 
ſtrances could prevail with the ſervants, who had 
quiekly taken the alarm, to paſs even the remain. 
der of the night in a room ſo near to theſe terr- 
fic chambers. 

. Dorothee having accompanied Emily to her own 
apartment, they began to talk over, with ſome de. 

gree of coolneſs, the ſtrange circumſtance, that 

had juſt occurred; and Emily would almoſt have 
doubted her own perceptions, had not thoſe 

Dorcthee atteſted their truth. Having now men- 

tioned what ſhe had obſerved in the outer chamber, 

ſhe aſked the houſekeeper, whether ſhe was certain 
no door had been left unfaſtened, by which a per. 
ſon, might ſecretly have entered the apartments! 

Dorothee replied, that ſhe had conſtantly kept the 

keys of the ſeveral doors in her own poſſeſſion; 

that when ſhe had gone her rounds through the 
caſtle, as ſhe frequently did, to examine if all was 
ſafe, ſhe had tried thels doors among the reſt, and 
had always found them faſtened. It was, there- 
fore, impoſſible, ſhe added, that any perſon could 
have got admittance. into the apartments; and, if 
they could—it was very improbable they ſhould 
have choſe to ſleep in a place fo cold and forlorn. 
Eh | * Emily 
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Emily obſerved, that their viſit to theſe chambers 
gad, perhaps, been watched, and that ſome perſon, 
rr a frolic, had followed them into the rooms, with 
deſign to frighten them, and while they were in 
Die oriel, had taken the opportunity of concealing 
Wimſelf in the bed. 
Dorothæe allowed, that this was poſſible, till ſhe 
collected, that on entering the apartments, ſhe 
ad turned the key of the outer door, and this, 
vbich had been done to prevent their viſit being 

Woticed by any of the family who might happen to 
up, muſt effectually have excluded every perſon, 
Wccept themſelves, from the chambers ; and ſhe 
os perſiſted in aſſirming, that the ghaſtly counte- 
Wance ſhe had ſeen was nothing human, but ſome 
Wrcadful apparition. | | | 
Emily was very ſolemnly affected. Of whatever 
ture might be the appearance ſhe had witneſſed, 
Whether human or ſupernatural, the fate of the de- 
aſed Marchioneſs was a truth not to be doubted ; 

d this unaccountable circumſtance, occurring in 
We very ſcene of her ſufferings, affected Emily's 
Wagination with a ſuperſtitious awe, to which, 
fer having detected the fallacies at Udolpho, ſhe 
Pight not have yielded, had ſhe been ignorant of 
Wc unhappy ſtory, related by the houſekeeper. Her 
e now ſolemnly conjured: to conceal the occur- 
ace of this night, and to make light of the terror 
e had already betrayed, that the Count might not 
We diſtreſſed by reports, which would certainly 
read alarm and confuſion among his family. 
Lime, ſhe added, may explain this myſterious 
Fair; mean while let us watch the event in fGlence.*. 


Qed that ſhe had left all the doors of the north 
ite of rooms open, and not having courage to re- 
wn alone to lock even the outer one, Emily after 


ſome 


Dorothee readily acquieſced ; but ſhe now recol- | 
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tome effort, ſo far conquered her own fears, thx 
ſhe offered to accompany. her to the foot of th; 
back ſtair-caſe, and to wait there while Doroth& 
aſcended, whoſe reſolution being re- aſſured by thi 
circumſtance, ſhe conſented to go, and they leſt 
Emily's apartment together. 

No ſound diſturbed the ſtillneſs, as they paſſe 
along the halls and galleries; but, on reaching th: 
foot of the back ſtair-caſe, Dorothee's reſolution 


failed again; having, however pauſed a moment to 
liſten, and no ſound being heard above, ſhe aſcend 


ed, leaving Emily below, and, ſcarcely ſuffering he 


eye to glance within the firſt chamber, ſhe faſtenei 
the door, which ſhut up the whole ſuite of apar- Wi 


ments, and returned to Emily. £2 
As they ſtepped along the paſſage, leading int 
the great hall, a ſound of lamentation was heard, 
which ſeemed to come from the hall itſelf, and they 
ſtopped in new alarm to liſten, when Emily pr. 


ſently diſtinguiſhed the voice of Annette, whom ſhe 


found croſſing the hall, with another female ſer 


vant, and fo terrified by the report, which the other 
maids had ſpread, that believing ſhe could be fate 
only where her lady was, ſhe was going for refug 
to her apartment. Emily's endeavours to laugh, u 
to argue her out of theſe terrors, were equally vain, 
and, in compaſſion to her diſtreſs, ſhe conſentel 
that ſhe ſhould remain in her room during tht 


night. 
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© Hail, mildly-pleaſing Solitude 
[ SS Companion of the wile and good — 


Thine is the balmy breath of morn, 
Juſt as the dew-bent roſe is born. 

But chief when evening ſcenes decay, 
And the faint landſcape ſwims away, 
Thi is the doubtful, ſoft decline, 
And that beſt haur of muſing thine.” 
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7 MILY's injunctions to Annette to be ſilent 
7 the ſubject of her terror were ineffectual, and 


occurrence of the preceding night ſpread ſuch 
m among the ſervants, who now all affirmed, 
t they frequently heard unaccountable noiſes in 
chateau, that a report ſoon reached the Count 
the north fide of the caſtle being haunted. He 
ted this, at firſt, with ridicule, but, perceiving, 
Lit was productive of ſerious evil, in the confu- 
it occahoned among his houſehold, he forbade: ' 
one repeat it on pain of puniſhment. 

ol, III. ITT 
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drew his thoughts entirely from this ſubject, ad 


their circumſtances made him ſecretly approve of 


time too young to fix her choice for life, and will- 
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young man now came, with the Baron, his father, 
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The arrival of a party of his friends ſoon wig. 


his ſervants had now little leiſure to brood over it, 
except, indeed, in the evenings after ſupper, whey 
they all aſſembled in their hall, and related orig 
of ghoſts, till they feared to look round the room; 
ſtarted, if the echo of a cloſing door murmurg 
along the paſſage, and refuſed to go ſingly to ay 
part of the caſtle. | 2 
On theſe occaſions Annette made a diſtinguiſhed 
figure. When ſhe told not only of all the wonder 
ſhe had witneſſed, but of all that ſhe had imagined, 
in the caſtle of Udolpho, with the ſtory of th: 
ſtrange diſappearance of Signiora Laurentini, ſhe 
made no trifling impreſſion on the mind of her u. 
tentive auditors. Her ſuſpicions, concerning Mon. 
toni, ſhe would alſo have freely diſcloſed, had nt 
Ludovico, who was now in the ſervice of the Count, 
prudently checked her loquacity, whenever it point 
ed to that ſubject. 
Among the viſitors at the chateau was the Baron 
de Saint Foix, an old friend of the Count, and his 
ſon; the Chevalier St. Foix, a ſenſible and amiable 
young man, who, having in the preceding year ſeen 
the Lady Blanche at Paris, had become her decla- 
ed admirer, The friendſhip which the Count had 
long entertained for his father, and the equality df 


the connection; but, thinking his daughter at thi 


ing to prove the ſincerity and ſtrength of the Che- 
valier's' attachment, he then rejected his uit 
though without forbidding his future hope. Thi 


to claim the reward of a ſteady affection, a claim 
which the Count admitted and which Blancke 0 
not reject. £ 1 


(147) 


a While theſe viſitors were at the chateau, it be- 
aame a ſcene of gaiety and ſplendour. The pavi- 
„lion in the woods was fitted up and frequented, in 

the fine evenings, as a ſupper-room, when the hour 


1 
5 uſually concluded with a concert, at which the _ 


Count and Counteſs, who were ſcientific performs 
d ers, and the Cheraliers Henri and St. Foix, with 
de Lady Blanche and Emily, whoſe voices and fine 


taſte compenſated for the want of more fkilful exe- _ 


of cution, uſually aſſiſted. Several of the Count's ſer- 
15 yants performed on horns and other inſtruments, 
d, ſome of which, placed at a little diſtance among the 
he WW woods, ſpoke in ſweet reſponſe, to the harmony, 
he WY that proceeded from the pavilion. 

at, At any other period, theſe parties would have 
u. been delightful to Emily; but her ſpirits were now 
no: {WW oppreſſed with a melancholy, which ſhe perceived 


nt, chat no kind of what is called amuſement had power 


n. to diſſipate, and which the tender, and, frequently, 
pathetic, melody of theſe concerts ſometimes in- 
ron WY creaſed to a very painful degree. 
hi She was particularly fond of walking in the 
;ble woods, that hung on a promontory, overlooking the 
een WW (ea. Their luxuriant ſhade was ſoothing to her 
lu: penfive mind, and, in the partial views, which they 
bad *fiorded of the Mediterranean, with its wind- 
rel "g ſhores and paſling fails, tranquil beauty was 
c of united with grandeur. The paths were rude and 
this frequently overgrown with vegetation, but their 
in- taſteful owner would ſuffer little to be done to 


be- them, and ſcarcely a ſingle branch to be lopped _” 
ſuit from the venerable trees. On an eminence, in one 


Tri of the moſt ſequeſtered parts of theſe woods, was a 

roſtic ſeat, formed of the trunk of a decayed oak, 

which had once been a noble tree, and of which 

many lofty . {till flouriſhing united with 
| 2 +. 
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beech and pines to overcanopy the ſpot. Beneath 
their deep umbrage, the eye paſſed over the tops of 
other woods, to the Mediterranean, and to the left, 
through an opening, was ſeen a ruined watch. 
tower, ſtanding on a point of rock, near the ſe, 
and riſing from among the tufted fohage. 

Hither Emily often came alone in the ſilence of 
evening, and ſoothed by the ſcenery and by the faint 
murmur, that roſe from the waves, would fit, til 
darkneſs obliged her to return to the chateau. Fre- 
quently, alfo, ſhe viſited the watch-tower, which 
commanded the entire proſpect, and, when ſhe 
leaned againſt its broken wall, and thought of Va- 
Jancourt, ſhe not once imagined, what was ſo true, 
that this tower had been almoſt as frequently his 
reſort, as her own, ſince his eſtrangement from the 
neighbouring chateau. | 

One evening, ſhe lingered here to a late hour. 
She had ſat on the ſteps of the building, watching, 
In tranquil melancholy, the gradual effect of even- 
ing over the extenſive proſpect, till the gray waters 
of the Mediterranean and the maſſy woods were 
almoſt the only features of the ſcene, that remained 
viſible; when as ſhe gazed alternately on theſe, 
and on the mild blue of the heavens, where the firſt 
— ſtar of evening appeared, ſhe perſonified the 
Hour in the following lines :— — 


SONG OF THE EVENING HOUR. 


Laſt of the Hours, that track the fading Day, 
I move along the realms of twilight air, 

And hear, remote, the choral ſong decay 

Of ſiſter-nymphs, who dance around his ear. 


They 
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Then as I follow through the azure void, 
His partial ſplendour from my ſtraining eye 

Sinks in the depths of ſpace; my only guide 

Es faint ray dawning on the fartheſt ſy 


Save that ſweet, lingering ſtrain of gayer Hours ! 
Whoſe cloſe my voice prolongs in dying notes, 

While mortals on the green earth own its pow're, 
As downward on the evening gale it floats, 


When fades along the Weſt the Sun's laſt beam 
As weary, to the nether world he goes, 


a- And mountain-ſurmits catch the purple gleam, 

ie, . And ſlumbering ocean faint and fainter glows. 
Us | | 
he Silent upon the globe's broad ſhade I ſteal, 


And o'er its dry turf ſhed the cooling dews, 
And ev'ry fever'd herb and flow'ret heal, 
And all their fragrance on the air diffuſe. 


Where'er I move, a tranquil pleaſure reigns ; 

O'er all the ſcene the duſky tints I fend, 

That foreſts wild and mountains, ſtretching plaine, 
And peopled towns, in ſoft confuſton blend, 


Wide o'er the world I waſt the freſh'ning wind, 
Low breathing through the woods and twilight vale, 

In whiſpers ſoft, that woo the penſive mind 

Of him, who loves my lonely ſteps to hail. | 


His tender oaten reed I watch to hear, 

Stealing its ſweetneſs o'er ſome plaining rill, 

Or ſoothing occan's wave, when ſtorms are near, 
Or ſwelling in the breeze from diſtant hill ! 


I wake 


hes 
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1 wake the fairy elves, who ſhun the light ;. 
When from their bloſſom'd beds, they lily peep, 
And ſpy my pale ſtar, leading on the night. — 
Forth to their games and revelry they leap, 


Send all the priſon'd ſweets abroad in air, 

That with them ſlumber'd in the flow'ret's cell; 
Then to the ſhores and moon- light brooks repair, 
Till the high larks their matin-carol ſwell. 


The wood-nymphs hail my airs and temper'd ſhade, 
With ditties ſoft and lightly ſportive dance, 

On river margin of ſome bow'ry glade, 

And ſtrew their freſh buds as my ſteps advance ; 


But, ſwift I paſs, and diſtant regions trace, 

For moon beam's ſilver all the eaſtern cloud, 
And Day's laſt crimſon veſtige fades apace; 
Down the ſteep welt I fly from Midoight's ſhroud. 


The moon was now riſing out of the ſea. She 
watched its gradual progreſs, the extending line of 
radiance it threw upon the waters, the ſparkling 
oars, the fail faintly ſilvered, and the wood-tops and 
the battlements of the watch-tower, at whoſe ſoot 
ſhe was fitting, juſt tinted with the rays, Emily's 
ſpirits were in harmony with this ſcene. As ſhe 
ſat meditating, ſounds ſtole by her on the air, which 
ſhe immediately knew to be the muſic and the 
voice ſhe had formerly heard at midnight, and 
the emotion of awe, which ſhe felt, was not un- 
mixed with terror, when ſhe conſidered her remote 
and lonely fituation. 'The ſounds drew nearer. She 
would have riſen to leave the place, but they ſeem- 
ed to come from the way ſhe muſt have taken to- 
wards the chateau, and ſhe awaited the event in 

trembling 
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frembling expectation. The ſounds: continued to ap- 
proach for ſome time, and then oeaſed. Emily fat liſ- 
tening, gazing and unable to move, when ſhe ſaw a 
figure emerge from the ſhade of the woods and paſs 
along the bank, at ſome little diſtance before her. It 
went ſwiftly, and her ſpirits were ſo overcome 
with awe, that, though ſhe ſaw, ſhe did not much 
obſerve it. 

Having left the ſpot, with a reſolution never 
again to viſit it alone, at ſo late an hour, ſhe began 
to approach the chateau, when ſhe heard voices 
calling her from the part of the wood, which was 
neareſt to it. They were the ſhouts of the Count's 
ſervants, who were ſent to ſearch for her; and : 
when ſhe entered the ſupper room, where he ſat 
with Henri and Blanche, he gently. reproached her 
with a look, which ſhe bluſhed to have, deſerved. 

This little occurrence deeply impreſſed her mind, 
and, when ſhe withdrew to her own room, it re- 
called ſo forcibly the circumſtances ſhe had wit- 
neſſed, a few nights before, that ſhe had ſcareely 
courage to remain' alone. She watched to a late 


cy 


f hour, when, no ſound having renewed her fears, 
L the, at length, ſunk to repoſe. But this was of 
f ſhort continuance,. for ſhe was diſturbed by a loud 


and unuſual noiſe, that ſeemed to come from the 


t 

5 gallery, into which her chamber opened. Groans 

e were diſtintly heard, and, immediately after, a 

b dead weight fell againſt her door, with a violence, is 

2 that threatened to Lurſt it open. She called loudly © 

4 to know. who was there, but received no anſwer, 

5 though, at intervals, ſhe till thought ſhe heard 

e ſomething like a low moaning. Fear deprived her 1 
e of the power to move. Soon after, ſhe. heard _- 3 
- footſteps in a remote part of the gallery, and, as oF] 
ö they approached, ſhe called more loudly than be- 

n fore, till the ſteps pauſed at her door. She then 

5 


Aiſtinguiſhed the voices of ſeveral of the ſeryants, - 
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who ſeemed too much engaged by ſome circum. 
ſtance without, to attend to her calls; but, 
Annette ſoon after entering the room for water, 
Emily underſtood, that one of the maids had 
Tainted, whom ſhe immediately deſired them to 
bring into her room, where ſhe aſliſted to reſtore 
her. When this girl had recovered her ſpeech, 
ſhe affirmed, that, as ſhe 'was paſſing up the back 
ſtair-caſe, in the way to her chamber, ſhe had ſeen 
an apparition on the ſecond landing-place ; ſhe 
Held the lamp low, ſhe ſaid, that ſhe might pick 
her way, ſeveral of the ſtairs being infirm and 
even decayed, and it was upon . railing her eyes, 
that ſhe ſaw this appearance. It ſtood for a mo- 
ment in the corner of the landing-place, which 
ſhe was approaching, and then, gliding up the 
ſtairs, vanithed at the door of the apartment, that 
had been lately opened. She heard afterwards a 
hollow ſound. 

Then the devil has got a key to that apart- 
ment,” ſaid Dorothée, for it could be nobody 
but he; I locked the door myſelf ! 2 
The girl, ſpringing down the ſtairs and paſſing 
up the great ſtair-caſe, bad run, with a faint 
ſcream, till ſhe reached the gallery, where ſhe fell, 
groaning, at Emily's door, 

Greatly chiding her for the alarm ſhe had occa- 
fioned, Emily tried to make her aſhamed of her 
fears, but the girl perſiſted in ſaying, that ſhe had 
feen an apparition, till ſhe went to fs own room, 
whither he was accompanied by all the ſervants 
preſent, except Dorothee, who, at Emily's requeſt, 

remained with her during the night. Emily was 
__ perplexed, and Dorothée was terrified, and men- 
tioned many occurrences of former times, which 
had long ſince confirmed her ſuperſtitions; among 
theſe, according to her belief, ſhe had once wit- 
+ neffed an appearance, like that juſt deſcribed, and 
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on the very ſame ſpot, and it was the remembrance 
of it, that had made her pauſe, when ſhe was going 
to aſcend the ſtairs with Emily, and which had in- 
creaſed her reluctance to open the north apartments. 
Whatever might be Emily's opinions, ſhe did not 
diſcloſe them, but liſtened attentively to all that 
Dorothée communicated, which occaſioned her 
much thought and perplexity. 

From this night the terror of the ſervants increaſ- 
ed to ſuch an excels, that ſeveral of them determin- 
ed to leave the chateau, and requeſted their diſ- 
charge of the Count, who, if he had any faith in 
the ſubject of their alarm, thought proper to diſ- 
ſemble it, and, anxious to avoid the inconvenience 
that threatened him, employed ridicule, and then 

ument to convince them they kad nothing to a 


prehend from ſupernatural agency. But fear had 


rendered their minds inacceſhble to reaſon ; and it 
was now, that Ludovico proved at once his courage 
and his gratitude for the kindneſs he had received 
from the Count, by offering to watch, during a 
night, in the ſuite of rooms, reputed to be haunted, 
He feared, he faid, no ſpirits, and, if any thing of 


human form appeared—he would prove that he 


dreaded that as little. 


The Count pauſed upon the offer, while the ſer- 


vants, who heard it, looked upon one another in 
doubt and amazement, and Annette, terrified for 
the ſafety of Ludovico, employed tears and entrea- 
ties to diſſuade him from his purpoſe. | 

© You are a bold fellow, ſaid the Count, ſmiling, 


Think well of what you are going to encounter, 
before you finally determine upon it. However, 


if you perſevere in your reſolution, L will accept 
your: offer, and your intrepidity thall not go un 
rewarded.” | 95 
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© ] defire no reward, your Excellenza, replied 
Ludovico, but your approbation. Your Excel- 
lenza has been ſufficiently good to me already; but 
I wiſh to have arms, that I may be equal to my ene. 
my, if he ſhould appear. 

© Your ſword cannot defend you againſt a ghoſt, 
replied the Count, throwing a glance of irony 
upon the other ſervants, © neither can bars, or 
bolts; for a ſpirit, you know, can glide through 
a key-hole, as eaſily as through a door.“ 
Give me a ſword, my lord Count,” ſaid Ludo- 
vico, and I will lay all the ſpirits, that ſhall at- 
tack me, in the red tea.” 

© Well,” ſaid the Count, © you ſhall have a 
ſword, and good cheer, too; and your brave 
comrades here will, perhaps have courage enough 
to remain another night in the chateau, ſince 
your boldneſs will certainly, for this night, at 
leaſt, confine all the malice of the ſpectre to 
yourſelf.” 

Curioſity now ſtruggled with fear in the minds 
of ſeveral of his fellow-ſervants, and, at length, 
they reſolved to await the event of Ludovico's 
raſhneſs. 

Emily was ſurpriſed and concerned, when ſhe 
heard of his intention, and was frequently inclin- 
ed to mention what ſhe had witneſſed in the 
north apartments to the Count, for ſhe could not 
entirely diveſt herſelf of fears for Ludovico's 
ſafety, though her reaſon repreſented theſe to be 
abſurd. 'The neceſſity, however, of concealing 
the ſecret, with which Dorothée had entruſted 
ber and h ch muſt have been mentioned, with 
the late occurrence, in excuſe for her having fo 
privately viſited the north apartments, kept her 
entirely filent on the ſubject of her apprehen- 
Gon ; and ſhe tried only to ſooth Annette, m_ 
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held, that Ludovico was certainly to be deſtroyed ; 
and who was mf leſs affected by Emily's 
conſolatory efforts” than by the manner of 
old Dorothée, who often, as ſhe exclaimed 
Ludovico, ſighed, and threw up her eyes to 
heaven. - 


HAT. Atl. 


« Ye gods of quiet, and of ſleep profound! 
Whoſe ſoft dominion o'er this caitle ſways; 
And all the widely-filent places round, 
Forgive me, if my trembling pen diſplays 
What never yet was ſung in mortal lays.” 


1 THOMSON. 


3 


* | 
1 HE Count gave orders for the north apart- 
ments to be opened and prepared for the reception 
of Ludovico; but Dorothée, remembering what 


| the had lately witneſſed there, feared to obey, and, 


not one of the other ſervants daring to venture thi- 
ther, the rooms remained ſhut up till the time when 
Ludovico was to retire thither for the night, an 
hour, for which the whole houſchold waited with 
impatience. 

After ſupper, Ludovico, by the order of the 
Count, attended him in his cloſit, where they re- 
mained alone for near half an hour, and on leaving 
which, his Lord delivered to him a ſword. 

© It has ſeen ſervice in mortal quarrels,” ſaid 
the Count, jocoſely, * you will uſe it honourably, 
no doubt, in a ſpiritual one. To-morrow, let me 
hear that there is not one ghoſt remaining in the 


chateau,” 
Ludovico 


4 


Ludovico received it with a reſpectful bow. 
© You ſhall be obeyed, my Lord,” ſaid he; I 
will engage, that no ſpectre ſhall diſturb the peace 
of the chateau after this night.” 

They now returned to the ſupper-room, where 
the Count's gueſts awaited to accompany him, and 
Ludovico to the door of the north apartments, and 
Dorothee, being ſummoned for the keys, delivered 
them to Ludovico, who then led the way, followed 
by moſt of the inhabitants of the chateau, Hav- 
ing reached the back ſtair-caſe, ſeveral of the ſer- 
vants ſhrunk back, and refuſed to go further, but 
the reſt followed him to the top of the ſtair-caſe, 
where a broad landing-place allowed them to flock 
round him, while he applied the key to the door, 
during which they watched him with as much 
eager curioſity as if he had been performing ſome 
magical rite. ty 

Ludovico, unaccuſtomed to the lock, could not 
turn it, and Dorothee, who had lingered far behind, 
was called forward, under whoſe hand the door 
opened ſlowly, and, her eye glancing within 
the duſky chamber, ſhe uttered a ſudden ſhriek, 
and retreated. At this ſignal of alarm, the greater 
part of the crowd hurried down the ſtairs, and the 
Count, Henri and Ludovico were left alone to pur- 
ſue the enquiry, who inſtantly ruſhed into the apart- 
ment, Ludovico with a drawn ſword, which he had 
juſt time to draw from the ſcabbard, the Count 
with the lamp in his hand, and Henri carrying a . 
baſket, containing proviſion for the courageous ad- 
venturer. 

Having looked haſtily round the firſt room, 
where nothing appeared to juſtify alarm, they paſſed 
on to the ſecond; and, here too all being quiet, 
they proceeded to à third in a more tempered pop. 

The 


Cs 
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The Count had now leiſure to ſmile at the diſcom. 
poſure; into which he had been ſurpriſed, and to 
aſk Ludovico in which room he deſigned to paſs the 
night. 

: There are, ſeveral chambers beyond theſe, your 
Excellenza;” ſaid Ludovico, pointing to a door, 
© and in one of them is a bed, they ſay. I will 
paſs. the night there, and when I am weary. of 
watching, I can he down.” 

* Good; ſaid the Count, let us go on. You 
ſee theſe rooms ſhew nothing, but damp walls and 
decaying furniture. I have been ſo much engaged 


fince | came to the chateau, that i have not looked 


into them till now. Remember, Ludovico, to tell 


the houſekeeper, to-morrow, to throw open theſe' 
windows. The damaſk hangings are dropping to 


pieces, I will have them taken down, and this an- 
tique furniture removed.” 

Dear fir l' ſaid Henri, © here is an arm-chair 
ſo maſſy with gilding, that it reſembles one of the 
ſtate chairs at the Louvre, more than any: thing 
elſe.” 

© Yes,” ſaid the Count, ſtopping. a- moment 
to ſurvey it, © there is hiſtory belonging to that 
chair, but I have not time to tell it Let us paſs 
on. This ſuite runs to a greater extent than TI had 
imagined ; it is many years fince I was in them. 
But where is. the bed-room you ſpeak of, Ludo- 


. vico ?—theſe are only anti-chambers to the great 


drawing-room..' I remember them in their ſplen- 
dour 


The bed, my Lord,” replied Ludovico, they 


told me, was in a room that opens beyond the ſa- 
loon, and terminates the ſuite.” 


0, here is the ſaloon,” ſaid the Count, 26 
they entered the ſpacious apartment, in Which Hong 
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and Dorothee had reſted. He here ſtood for a mo- 
ment, ſurveying the reliques of faded grandeur, 
which it exhibited— the ſumptuous tapeſtry—the 
long and low ſophas of velvet, with frames heavily 
carved and gilded----the floor inlaid with ſmall 
ſquares of fine marble, and covered in the centre 
with a piece of very rich tapeſtry-work---the caſe- 
ments of painted glaſs, and the large Venetian mir- 
rors, of a ſize and quality, ſuch as at that period 
France could not make, which reflected, on ev 
fide, the ſpacious apartment. Theſe had formerly 
alſo reflected a gay and brilliant ſcene, for this had 
deen the ſtate- room of the chateau, and here the 
Marchioneſs had held the aſſemblies, that made part 
of the feſtivities of her nuptials. If the wand of 
2 magieian could have recalled the vaniſhed groups, 
many of them vaniſhed even from the earth] that 
once had paſſed over theſe poliſned mirrors, what 
a varied and contraſted picture would they have ex- 
hibited with the 9 Now, inſtead of a blaze 
of lights, and a ſplendid and buſy. crowd, they re- 
fleed only the rays of the one glimmering lamp, 
which the Count held up, and which ſcarcely ſerved 
to ſhew the three forlorn figures, that ſtood ſurvey- 
ing the room, and the ſpacious and duſky walls 
around them. 

* Ah!” ſaid the Count to Henri, awaking from 
his deep reverie, how the ſcene is changed ſince 
laſt I ſaw it! I was a young man, then, and the 
Marchioneſs was alive and in her bloom; many 
other perſons were here, too, who are now no more! 
There ſtood the orcheſtra; here we tripped in many 
a ſprightly maze— the walls echoed to the dance! 
Now, they reſound only one feeble voice and even 
that will, ere long, be heard no more My ſon, 
remember, that I was once as young as * 
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and that you muſt paſs away like thoſe, who hare 

receded you---like thoſe, who, as they ſung and 
- in this once gay apartment, forgot, that 
years are made up of moments and that every ſtep 
they took carried them nearer to their graves. But 
ſuch reflections are uſeleſs, I had almoſt ſaid crimi. 


nal, unleſs they teach us to prepare for eternity, 7 

ſince, otherwiſe, they cloud our preſent happineſs, { 

without guiding us to à future one. But enough 

of this; let us go on.” 7 
Ludovico now opened the door of the bed-room, R 


and'the Count, as he entered, was ſtruck with the 
funeral appearance, which the dark arras gave to 4 
it, He approached the bed, with an emotion of * 
ſolemnity. and, perceiving it to be covered with the A 
pall of black velvet, pauſed; * What can this b. 
mean? ſaid he, as he gazed upon it. 
I have heard, my Lord,“ ſaid Ludovico, as he 
ſtood at the feet, looking within the canopied cur- 
tains, * that the Lady Marchioneſs de Villeroi died 
in this chamber, and remained here till ſhe was 
removed to be buried; and this, perhaps, Signor, 
may account for the pall. | 

The Count made no reply, but ſtood for a few 
moments engaged in thought, and evidently much 
affected. Then, turning to Ludovico, he aſked 
him with a ſerious air, whether he thought his 
courage would ſupport him through the night: 
© If you doubt this,” added the Count, do not be 
aſhamed to own it; I will releaſe you from your 
engagement, without expoſing you to the triumphs 
of your fellow ſervants.” 

Ludovico pauſed; pride, and ſomething very 
like fear, ſeemed ſtruggling in his breaſt ; pride, 

however, was victorious he qluſhed, and his 

heſitation ceaſed, 33 = 
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No, my Lord, ſaid he, I will go through 
with what I have begun; and I am grateful for 
your conſideration, On that hearth I will make a 
fire, and, with the good cheer in this baſket, I 
doubt not I ſhall do well.” | 

ge it ſo,” ſaid the Count; © but how will you 
beguile the tediouſneſs of the night, if you do not 
fleep 7” | 

When I am weary, my lord, replied Ludovico, 
© I ſhall not fear to ſleep; in the meanwhile I have 
2 book, that will entertain me.“ 

© Well,” ſaid the Count, I hope nothing will 
diſturb you ; but if you ſhould be ſeriouſly alarmed 
in the night, come to my apartment. I have too 
much confidence in your good ſenſe and courage, to 
believe you will be alarmed on flight grounds; or 
ſuffer the gloom of this chamber, or its remote 
ſituation, to overcome you with ideal terrors. 'To- 
morrow, I ſhall have to thank you for an important 
ſervice; theſe rooms ſhall then be thrown open, 
and my people will be convinced of their error. 
Good night, Ludovico; let me fee you early in 
theFmorning, and remember what I lately ſaid to 
you,” 
I will, my Lord; good night to your Excel- 
lenza ; let me attend you with the light. | 

He lighted the Count and Henri through the 
chambers to the outer door; on the landing-p 
ſtood a lamp, which one of the-affrighted ſervants: 
had left, and Henri, as he took it up, pe bade 
Ludovico good night, who, having reſpectfully re- 
turned the wiſh, cloſed the door upon them, and 
faſtened it. Then, as he retired to the bed-cham- 
ber, he examined the rooms, through which he 
paſſed, with more-minuteneſs than he had done be- 
lore, for he apprehended, that ſome perſon 3 

ave 


( 162 ) 


have concealed himſelf in them, for the purpoſe of 
frightening him. No one, however, but himſelf, 
was in theſe chambers, and, leaving open the doors, 
through which he paſſed, he came again to the 
great drawing room, whoſe ſpaciouſneſs and ſilent 
gloom ſomewhat awed him. For a moment he 
ftood, looking back through the long ſuite of rooms 
he had quitted, and, as he turned, perceiving a 
light and his own figure, reflected in one of the 
large mirrors, he ſtarted. Other objects too were 
ſeen obſcurely on its dark ſurface, but he pauſed 
not to examine them, and returned haſtily into the 
bed-room, as he ſurveyed which, he obſerved the 
door of the oriel, and opened it. All within was 
ſtill. On looking round, his eye was arreſted by 
the portrait of the deceaſed Marchioneſs, upon 
which he gazed, for a conſiderable time, with great 
attention and ſome ſurpriſe ; and then, having ex- 
amined the cloſet, he returned into the bed-room, 
where he kindled a wood fire, the bright blaze of 
which revived his ſpirits, which had begun to yield 


-* to the gloom and filence of the place, for guſts of 


wind alone broke atintervals this ſilence. He now 
drew a ſmall table and a chair near the fire, took a 
bottle of wine, and ſome cold proviſion out of his 
baſket, and regaled himſelf. When he had finiſhed 
his repaſt, he laid his ſword upon the table, and, 
not feeling diſpoſed to ſleep, drew from his pocket 
the book he had ſpoken of.---It was a volume of 
old Provencal tales. Having ſtirred the fire into a 
brighter blaze, trimmed his lamp, and drawn. his 
chair upon the hearth, he began to read, and 
his attention was ſoon wholly occupied by -the 
ſcenes, which the page diſcloſed. 

The Count, meanwhile, had returned to the ſup- 


per- room, whither thoſe of the party, who had at- 
tended 
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tended him to the north apartment, had retreated, 
upon hearing Dorothee's ſcream, and who were 
now earneſt in their enquiries concerning thoſe 
chambers. The Count rallied his gueſts on their 
precipitate retreat, and on the ſuperſtitious inclina- 
tion which had occaſioned it, and this led to the 
queſtion, Whether the ſpirit, after it has quitted 
the body, is ever permitted to reviſit the earth; and 
if it is, whether it was poſſible for ſpirits to be- 
come viſible to the ſenſe. The Baron was of opi- 
nion, that the firſt was probable, and the laſt was 
poſſible, and he endeavoured to juſtify this opinion 
by reſpectable authorities, both ancient and mo- 
dern which be quoted. The Count, however, was 
decidedly againſt him, and a long converſation en- 
ſued, in which the ufual arguments on theſe ſub- 
jects were on both ſides brought forward with ſkill, 
and diſcuſſed with candour, but without conyert- 
ing either party to the opinion of his opponent, 
The effect of their converſation on their auditors 
was various. Though the Count had much the ſu- 
periority of the Baron in point of argument, he 
had conſiderably fewer adherents; for that love, 
ſo natural to the human mind, of whatever 1s able 
to diſtend its faculties with wonder and aſtoniſh« 
ment, attached the majority of the company to the 
fide of the Baron; and, though _ of the 
Count's propoſitions were unanſwerable, his oppo- 
nents were inclined to believe this the conſequence 
of their own want of knowledge, on ſo abſtracted 
a ſubject, rather than that arguments did not exiſt, 
which were forcible enough to conquer his. 
Blanche was pale with attention, till the ridicule 
in her father's glance called a bluſh upon her coun» 


tenance, and ſhe then endeavoured to forget the | 


ſuperſtitious tales ſhe had been told in her convent: 


Meanwhile, 
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Meanwhile, Emily had been liſtening with deep at- 
tention to the diſcuſſion of what was to her a very 
intereſting queſtion, and, remembering the appear. 
ance ſhe had witneſſed in the apartment of the late 
Marchioneſs, ſhe was frequently chilled with awe, 
Several times ſhe was on the point of mentioning 
what ſhe had ſeen, but the fear of giving pain to 
the Count, and the dread of his ridicule, reſtrained 
her; and, awaiting in anxious expectation the 
event of Ludovico's intrepidity, determined that 
her future ſilence ſhould depend upon it. 

When the party had ſeparated for the night, and 
the Count retired to his drefſing-room, the remem- 
brance of the deſolate ſcenes he had lately witneſſed 
in his own manſion deeply affected him, but at 
length he was arouſed from his reverie and his ſi- 
lence. ©* What muſic is that I hear ?---ſaid he ſud- 
denly to his valet, * Who plays at this late hour? 

The man made no reply, and the Count conti- 
nued to liſten, and then added, That is no com- 
mon muſician ; he touches the inſtrument with a 
delicate hand; who is it, Pierre? 

My lord ” ſaid the man, heſitatingly. 

Who plays that inſtrument; repeated the 


Count. | 
3 Does not your lordſhip know, then?“ ſaid the 

et. 

What mean you ? ſaid the Count, ſomewhat tl 
ſternly. 

Nothing, my lord, I meant nothing,” rejoined hi 
the man ſubmiſſively - Only—that muſic—goes th 
about the houſe at midnight often, and I thought ol 
your lordſhip might have heard it before. el 


* Muſic goes about the houſe at midnight 
Poor fellow !—does nobody dance to the mulic, he 
r | It | 
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It is not in the chateau, I believe, my Lord; 
the ſounds come from the woods, they ſay, though 
they ſeem ſo near ; but then a ſpirit can do any 
thing!“ 

6 Ah, poor fellow !' ſaid the Count, © I perceive 
you are as filly as the reſt of them; to-morrow, 

u will be convinced of your ridiculous error. 
but hark! — what voice is that ?” 

O my lord! that is the voice we often hear 
with the muſic.” | 

Often! ſaid the Count, How often, pray? 
It is a very fine one.” 

* Why, my lord, I myſelf have not heard it 
more than two or three times, but there are thoſe 
who have lived here longer, that have heard it often 
enough.” f 

© What a ſwell was that P exclaimed the Count, 
as he ſtill liſtened. * And now, what a dying ca- 
dence ! This is ſurely ſomething more than mor- 
tal! 

© That is what they ſay, my lord,” ſaid the 
valet; © they ſay it is nothing mortal, that utters 
it; and if I might ſay my thoughts” 

Peace l' ſaid the Count, and he liſtened till the 
ſtrain died away. | 

This is ſtrange l' ſaid he, as he turned from 
the window, © Cloſe the caſements, Pierre. | 

Pierre obeyed, and the Count ſoon after diſmiſſed 
bim, but did not ſo ſoon loſe the remembrance of 
the muſic, which long vibrated in his fancy in tones. 
of melting ſweetneſs, while ſurpriſe and perplexity 
engaged his thoughts. * 

Ludovico, meanwhile, in his remote chamber, 
heard, now and then, the faint echo of a cloh 


. 


door, as the family retired to reſt, and then the h 
clock, at a great diſtance, ſtrike twelve. It is 
midnight, 
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midnight, ſaid he, and he looked ſuſpiciouſ 
round the ſpacious chamber. The fire on the 
hearth was now nearly expiring, for his attention 
having been engaged by the book before him, he 
had forgotten every thing beſides; but he ſoon 
added freſh wood, not becauſe he was cold, though 
the night was ſtormy, but becauſe he was cheer. 
leſs; and, having again trimmed his lamp, he 
poured out a glaſs of wine, drew his chair nearer 
to the crackling blaze, tried to be deaf to the wind, 
that howled mournfully at the caſements, endes. 
voured to abſtract his mind from the melancholy, 
that was ſtealing upon him, and again took up hi 
book. It had been lent to him by Dorothée, who 
had formerly picked it up in an obſcure corner of 
the Marquis's library, and who, having opened it 
and perceived ſome of the marvels it related, had 
rh preſerved it for her own entertainment, 
its condition giving her ſome excuſe for detaining 
it from its proper ſtation. 'The damp corner into 


which it had fallen, had cauſed the cover to be dis. 


figured and mouldy, and the leaves to be ſo diſco- 
loured with ſpots, that it was not without difficulty 
the letters could be traced. The fictions of the 
Provencal writers, whether drawn from the Arx 
bian legends, brought by the Saracens into Spain, 
or recounting the chivalric exploits performed by 
the cruſaders, whom the Troubadours accompanie! 
to the eaſt, were generally ſplendid and always 
marvellous, both in ſcenery and incident; and it 
is not wonderful, that Dorothée and Ludovico 


mould be faſcinated by inventions, which had cap- 


tivated the careleſs imagination in every rank of 
ſociety, in a former age. Some of the tales, 
however, in the book now before Ludovico, werte 


of ſimple ſtructure, and exhibited nothing of the 
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magnificent 
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magnificent machinery and heroic manners, which 
uſually characterized the fables of the twelfth cen · 
tury, and of this deſcription was the one he now 
happened to open, which, in its original ſtyle, was 
of great length, but which may be thus ſhortly re- 
lated. The reader will 


perceive that it is ſtrongly 
tinctured with the ſuperſtition of the times. 


THE PROVENCAL TALE. 


© THERE lived in the province of Bretagne, a 
noble Baron, famous for his magnificence and 
courtly hoſpitalities. His caſtle was graced with 
ladies of exquiſite beauty, and thronged with il- 
luſtrious knights; for the honours he paid to feats 
of chivalry invited the brave of diſtant countries to 
enter his liſts, and his court was more ſplendid than \ 
thoſe of many princes. Eight minſtrels were re- * 
tained in his ſervice, who uſed to ſing to their harps f 
romantic fictions, taken from the Arabians, or ad- 
ventures of chivalry, that befel knights during the 
cruſades, or the martial deeds of the Baron, their 
lord ;—while he, ſurrounded by his knights and 
ladies, banquetted in the hall of his caſtle, where the 
coltly tapeſtry, that adorned the walls with pictured 
exploits of his anceſtors, the caſements of painted 
pals, enriched with armorial bearings, the gorgeous 
anners, that waved along the roof, the ſumptuous 
canopies, the profuſion of gold and filver that glit- 
tered on the ſideboards, the numerous diſhes that 
covered the tables, the number and gay liverics of 
the attendants, with the chivalric and ſplendid at- 
tire of the gueſts, united to form a ſcene of mag- 
nificence, ſuch as we may not hope to fee in theſe 
degenerate days. 
Of the Baron, the following adventure is re- 
lated. One night, having retired late from the 
banquet to his chamber, and diſmiſſed bis attend- 
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nunts, he was ſurpriſed by the appearance of; 
jected countenance. Believing that this perſon 
bad been ſecreted in the apartment, ſince it ap- 
peared impoſſible he could have lately paſſed the 
anti-room, unobſerved by the pages in waiting, who 
would have prevented this intruſion on their lord, 
the Baron, calling loudly for his people, drew bis 
ſword, which he had not yet taken from his fide, 
and ſtood upon his defence. 'The ſtranger ſlowly 
advancing, told him, that there was nothing to 
fear; that he came with no hoſtile deſign, but to 
communicate to him a terrible ſecret, which it was 
neceſſary for him to know. 

The Baron, appeaſed by the courteous manner 
of the ſtranger, after ſurveying him, for ſome time, 
in filence, returned his ſword into the ſcabbard, and 
deſired him to explain the means, by which he had 
obtained acceſs to the chamber, and the purpoſe of 
this extraordinary viſit. 

Without anſwering either of theſe enquiries, 
the ſtranger ſaid, that he could not then explain 
himſelf, but that, if the Baron would follow him 
to the edge of the foreſt, at a ſhort diſtance from 
the caſtle walls, he would there convince him, that 
he had ſomething of importance to diſcloſe. 
This propoſal again alarmed the Baron, who 
could ſcarcely believe, that the ſtranger meant to 
draw him to ſo ſolitary a ſpot, at this hour of the 
night, without harbouring a deſign againſt his life, 
and he refuſed to go, obſerving, at the ſame time, 
that, if the ſtranger's purpoſe was an honourable 
one, he would not perſiſt m refuſing to reveal the 
occaſion of his viſit, in the apartment where they 
were. | — * 
While he ſpoke this, he viewed the ſtrange! 
{till more attentively than before, but obſerved no 
| change 


ſtranger of a noble air, but of a ſorrowful and de. 
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change in his countenance, or any ſymptom, that: 


might intimate a conſciouſneſs of evil deſign. He 
was habited like a knight, was of a tall and majeſ- 
tick ſtature, and of dignified and courteous man- 
ners. Still, however, he refuſed to communicate 
the ſubje& of his errand in any place, but that he 
had mentioned, and, at the ſame time, gave hints 
concerning the ſecret he would diſcloſe, that awa- 
kened a degree of ſolemn curioſity in the Baron, 
which, at length, induced him to conſent to follow 
the ſtranger, on certain conditions. 

Sir knight,” ſaid he, © I will attend you to the 
foreſt, and will take with me only four of my peo- 
ple, who ſhall witneſs our conference.” 

Jo this, however, the knight objeCted. 


© What I would diſcloſe,” ſaid he, with ſolem- 


nity, © is to you alone. There are only three living 
perſons, to whom the circumſtance is known ; it 
z of more conſequence to you and your houſe, 
than I ſhall now explain. In future years, you will 
look back to this night with ſatisfaction or repen-. 
tance, accordingly as you now determine. As you 
would hereafter proſper—follow me ; I pledge you 
the honour of a knight, that no evil ſhall befal you ; 
f you are contented to dare futurity—remain in 
four chamber, and I will depart as I came.” 


Sir knight,” replied the Baron, how is it 


jolible, that my future peace can depend upon my 
preſent determination? 


* That is not now to be told,” ſaid the ſtranger, 
I have explained myſelf to the utmoſt. It is latey 
if you follow me it muſt be quickly;—you will do 


well to conſider the alternative. 
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The Baron muſed, and, as he looked upon the 
knight, he perceived his countenance aſſume a ij. 
gular folemnity.” | 
[Here Ludovico thought he heard a noiſe, and 
he threw a glance round the chamber, and then 
held up the lamp to aſſiſt his obſervation ; but, nc 
perceiving any thing to confirm his alarms, he took 
up the book again and purſued the ſtory.) 

. * The Baron paced his apartment, for ſome time, 
in ſilence, impreſſed by the laſt words of the 
ſtranger, Whose extraordinary requeſt he feared i 
grant, and feared, alſo, to refuſe. At length, he 
taid, © Sir knight, you are utterly unknown to me; 
tell me yourſelf,—is it reaſonable, that I ſhould truſt 

p myſelf alone with a ſtranger, at this hour, in a oli 
. tary foreſt? Tell me, at leaſt, who you are, and 
who aſſiſted to ſecrete you in this chamber: 

* The knight frowned at theſe latter words, and 
was a moment filent; then, with a countenance 
ſomewhat ſtern, be ſaid, 

* I am an Engliſh knight ;—I am called Sir Bey: 
of Lancaſter,---and-my deeds are not unknown at 
the Holy City, whence I was returning to my ns- 
tive land, when I was benighted in the neighbour- 
ing foreſt.” | 

* Your name is not unknown to fame,“ ſaid the 
Baron, I have heard of it.” (The knight looked 
haughtily.) But why, ſince my caſtle is know! 
to entertain all true knights, did not your herald 

announce you? Why did not you appear at the 
I banquet, where your preſence would have been 
welcomed, inſtead of hiding yourſelf in my caſtle, 
Eu and ſtealing into my chamber at midnight? 

2 ” 
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© The ſtranger frowned, and turned away in ſi- 
ence ; but the Baron repeated the queſtions. 
come not,” ſaid the knight, to anſwer en- 
uiries, but to reveal facts. If you would know 
ore, follow me, and again I pledge the honour of 
knight, that you ſhall return in fafety.—Be 
wick in your determination---I muſt be gone.” 
After ſome further heſitation, the Baron deter- 
nined to follow the ſtranger, and to ſee the reſult 


( bis extraordinary requeſt ; he, therefore, again 
es forth his ſword, and, taking up a lamp, bade 
e ee knight lead on. The latter obeyed, and, open- 
i W's the door of the chamber, they paſſed into the 
l nti-room, where the Baron. ſurpriſed to find all 
, is pages aſleep, ſtopped, and, with haſty violence, 
| - 


as going to reprimand them for their careleſſneſs, 
men the knight waved his hand, and looked ſo 
apreſſively upon the Baron, that the latter re- 
nined his reſentment, and paſſed on. | 
* The knight, having deſcended a ſtair-caſe, 


ſs pened a ſecret door, which the Baron had believed 2 

at as known only to himſelf, and, proceeding through > 

a" WE'cral narrow and winding paſſages, came, at 2 

u ngth, to a ſmall gate, that opened beyond the 5 
als of the caſtle. Meanwhile the Baron fol- 2 

be ed in ſilence and amazement, on perceiving 

el et theſe ſecret paſſages were ſo well known to a 

"nl anger, and felt inclined to return from an ad- 

ld enture, that appeared to partake of treachery, as 

he ell as danger. Then, conſidering that he was £34 

en med, and obſerving the courteous and noble air 1 

le, bis conductor, his courage returned, he bluſhed, 2 

„r it had failed him for a moment, and he re- a 

"ke ved to trace the myltery io its ſource. WW; 9 
* He now found himſelf on the heathy platſorm, 2 
lore the great gates of his callle, where, on 100k, 
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ing up, he perceived lights glimmering in the dil. 
ferent caſements of the gueſts, who were retiring 
to ſleep; and, while he ſhivered in the blaſt, and 
looked on the dark and deſolate ſcene around him, 
he thought of the comforts of his warm chamber, 
rendered cheerful by the blaze of wood, and felt, 
for a moment, the full contraſt of his preſent ſitu. 
ation. 
Here Ludovico pauſed a moment, and, looking 
At bis own fire, gave it a brightening ſtir.] 

The wind was ſtrong, and the Baron watched 
bis lamp with anxiety, expeCting every moment to 
ſee it extinguiſhed ; but, though the flame wavered, 
it did not expire, and he ſtill followed the ſtranger, 
who often ſighed as he went, but did not ſpeak. 

© When they reached the borders of the foreſt, 
the knight turned, and raiſed his head, as if he 
meant to addreſs the Baron, but then, cloſing his 
lips in ſilence, he walked on. | 

As they entered, beneath the dark and ſprezd- 
ing boughs, the Baron, affected by the ſolemnity 
of the ſcene, heſitated whether to proceed, and de- 
manded how much further they were to go. The 
knight replied only by a geſture, and the Baron, 
with heſitating ſteps and a ſuſpicious eye, follovei en 
through an obſcure and intricate path, till, having IM be 
proceeded a conſiderable way, he again demanded bit 
whither they were going, and refuſed to proccedhilſ nit 
unleſs he was informed. the 

As he ſaid this, he looked at his own ſword, '2 
and at the knight alternately, who ſhook his head, his 
and whoſe dejected countenance diſarmed the Ba: fix 
ron, for a moment, of ſuſpicion. (a ad 
| 
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if. A little farther is the place, whither I would 
no kad you, faid the ſtranger; © no evil ſhall befal 
nd you—l have ſworn it on the honour of a knight. 

m, The Baron, re-aſſured, again followed in ſi- 


lence, and they ſoon arrived at a deep receſs of the 
t, ßoreſt, where the dark and lofty cheſnuts entirely 
ty. excluded the ſky, and which was fo overgrown with 

underwood, that they procceded with difficulty. 
ng WY The knight ſighed deeply as he pailed, and ſome- 
times pauſed ; and having, at length, reached a 
ſpot, where the trees crowded into a knot, he turn- 
ed, and, with a terrific look, pointing to the ground, 
the Baron ſaw there the body of a man ſtretched 
at its length, and weltering in blood; a ghaſtly * 
wound was on the forehead, and death appeared 
already to have contracted the features. 

* 'The Baron, on perceiving- the ſpectacle, ſtart- 
ed in horror, looked at the knight for explanation, 
and was then going to raiſe the body and examine if 
there were yet any remains of life; but the ſtranger, 
waving his hand, fixed upon him a look fo earneſt 
and mournful, as not only much ſurpriſed him, but 
made him deſiſt. 

* But what were the Baron's emotions, when, 
on bolding the lamp near the features of the corpſe, 
he diſcovered the exact reſemblance of the ſtranger 
his conductor, to whom he now looked up in aſto- 
ca niſment and enquiry ? As he gazed, he perceived 

the countenance of the Knight change, and began 

1d, to fade, till his whole form gradually vaniſhed from 

ad, bis aſtoniſhed ſenſe! While the Baron ſtood, 

fixed to the ſpot, a voice was heard to utter theſe 
words: — 

Ludovico ſtarted, and laid, down the book, for 

he thought he heard a voice in the chamber, and he 

looked toward the bed, where, however, he ſaw 
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only the dark curtains and the pall. He liſtened, WM hin 
ſcarcely daring to draw his breath, but heard only WWexp 
the diſtant roaring of the fea in the ſtorm, and the and 
blaſt, that ruſhed by the caſements; when, conclu. cha 
ding, that he had been deceived by its ſighing, be per 
took up his book to finiſh the ſtory.) ; 
© While the Baron ſtood, fixed to the ſpot, 
voice was heard to utter theſe words :— 
© The body of Sir Bevys of Lancaſter, a nobl: 
knight of England, lies before you. He was, this 
night, waylaid and murdered, as he journeyed from 
the Holy City towards his native land. Reſped 
the honour of knighthood and the law of humanity; 
inter the body in chriſtian ground, and cauſe his 
murderers to be punithed. As ye obſerve, or ne- 
glect this, ſhall peace and happineſs, or war and 
__ . light upon you and your houſe fer 
aver 
* 'fhe Baron, when he recovered from the aut 
and aſtoniſhment, into which this adventure hat 
thrown him, returned to his caſtle, whither te 
cauſed the body of Sir Bevys to be removed; and, 
on the following day, it was interred, with the be- 
nours of knighthood, in the chapel of the callle 
attended by all the noble knights and ladies, uh 
graced the court of the Baron de Brunne.” 
Ludovico, having finiſhed this ſtory, laid aide 
the book, ſor he felt drowſy, and, after putting 
more wood on the fire and taking another glals dl 
wine, he repoſed himſelf in the arm- chair on the 
hearth. In his dream he ſtill beheld the chamber 
where he really was, and, once or twice, ſtarted 
from imperfect flumbers, imagining he ſaw ea 
man's face, looking over the high back of his 
-arm-chair. This idea had fo ſtrongly impreſſed 


* 
* 
* 
- 
V5 
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him, 


6 


him, that, when he raiſed his eyes, he almoſt 
expected to meet other eyes fixed upon his own, 
and he quitted his ſeat and looked behind the 


chair, before he felt perſectly convinced, that no 
perſon was there, 


Thus cloſed the hour. 


. 1 
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ttaint of autumn. The ſtorm was pa 
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% Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of flumber ; . 
Thou haſt no figures, nor no fantaſies, 

Which buſy care draws in the brains ef men; 

Therefore thou fleep'ſt ſo ſound.” 


SBAKEtyLARL 


Tur Count, who had ſlept little during the 
night, roſe early, and anxious to ſpeak with Ludo- 
vico, went to the north apartment; but the outer 
door having been faſtened, on the preceding night, 
he was obliged to knock loudly for admittance, 
Neither the knocking, or his voice was heard ; but 
conſidering the diſtance of this door from the bed- 
room, and that Ludovico, wearied with watching, 
bad probably fallen into a deep ſleep, the Count was 
not ſurpriſed on receiving no anſwer, and leaving 
the door, he went down to walk in his grounds. 

It was a gray autumnal morning. The ſun riſing 
over Provence, gave only a feeble light, as his 
rays ſtruggled through the vapours that aſcended 

from the ſea, and floated heavily over the wood- 
tops, which were now varied with many a mellow 

fed, but the 
Waves were yet violently agitated, and their courſe 


W.uas traced by long lines of foam, while not a breeze 


Huttered in the ſails of the veſſels, near the ſhore, 
that were weighing anchor to depart. The {till 
N gloom 
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gloom of the hour was pleaſing to the Count, and 
he purſued his way through the woods, ſunk in 
deep thought. | 

Emily alſo roſe at an early hour, and took her 
cuſtomary walk along the brow of the promontory, 
that overhung the Mediterranean, Her mind was 
now not occupied with the occurrences of the cha- 
teau, and Valancourt was the ſubject of her mourn- 
ful thoughts; whom ſhe had not yet taught herſelf 
to conſider with indifference, though her judgment 
conſtantly reproached her for the affection, that 
lingered in her heart, after her eſteem for him was 
departed. Remembrance frequently gave her his 
parting look and the tones of his voice, when he 
had bade her a laſt farewel; and, ſome accidental 
aſſociations now recalling theſe circumſtances to her 
fancy, with peculiar energy, ſhe ſhed bitter tears 
to the recollection. 

Having reached the watch-tower, the feated her- 
ſelf on the broken ſteps, and, in melancholy dejec- 
tion, watched the waves, half hid in vapour, as 
they came rolling towards the ſhore, and threw up 
their light ſpray round the rocks below Their hol- 
low murmur and the obſcuring miſts, that came in 
wreaths up the cliffs, gave a ſolemnity to the ſcene, 
which was in harmony with the temper of hex 
mind, and ſhe ſat, given up to the remembrance of 
paſt times, till this became too painful, and ſhe ab- 
ruptly quitted the place. On paſling the little. gate 
of the watch-tower, ſhe obſerved letters, engraved: 


on the flone poſtern, which ſhe pauſed to ec N 


mine, and, though they appeared to have been 
rudely cut with a pen-knife, the characters were 
familiar to her; at length, recognizing the 


hand-writing of Valancourt; ſhe read, with trem- 
bling anxiety, the following lines, entitled 


15 SHIPWRECK. © 


baye been cut. 
might be yet in the garden. 


towards the chateau. 
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SHIPWRECK. 


Wis ſolemn midnight ! On this Jonely ſeep, 
Beneath this watch-tower's deſolated wall, 

Where myſtic ſhades the wanderer appal, 

I reſt ; and view below the defert deep, 

As through tempeſtuous clouds the moon's cold light 
Gleams on the wave. Viewlefs, the winds of night 
With loud myſterious force the billows ſweep, 

And fullen roar the furges far below. 

In the ſtill paufes of the guſt I hear 

The voice of ſpirits, rifing ſweet and flow, 

And oft among the clouds their forms appear. 

But hark what ſhriek of death comes in the gale, 
And in the diſtant ray what glimmering il 

Bends to the ſtorm ?—Now ſinks the note of fear? 


Ah! wretched mariners !—no more ſhall day 


Vacloſe this cheering eye to light ye on your way 


From theſe lines it appeared, that Valancourt had 


viſited the tower; that he had probably been here 
on the preceding night, for it was ſuch an one as 
they deſcribed, and that he had left the building 
very lately, ſince it had not long been light, and 
without light it was impoſſible theſe letters could 
It was thus even probable, that he 


As thele refleCtions paſſed rapidly over the mind 


of Emily, they called up a variety of contending 
emotions, that almoſt overcame her ſpirits ; but her 
firſt impulſe was to avoid him, and, immediately 
leaving the tower, ſhe returned, with haſty ſteps, 
| As ſhe paſſed along, ſhe re- 
membered the muſic ſhe had lately heard near the 


tower, 
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tower, with the ſigure, which had appeared, and, 
in this moment of agitation, ſhe was inclined to 
believe, that ſhe had then heard and ſeen Valan- 
court; but other recollections ſoon convinced her 
of her error. On turning into a thicker part of the 
woods, ſhe perceived a perſon, walking ſlowly in 
the gloom at ſome little diſtance, and, her mind 
engaged by the idea of him, ſhe ſtarted and pauſed, 
imagining this to be Valancourt. The perſon ad- 
vanced with quicker ſteps, and, before ſhe could re- 
cover recollection enough to avoid him, he ſpoke, 
and ſhe then knew the voice of the Count, who ex- 
preſſed ſome ſurpriſe, on finding her walking at ſo 
early an hour, and made a feeble effort to rally ber 
on her love of ſolitude. But he ſoon perceived this 
to be more a ſubject of concern than of light laugh- 
ter, and, changing his manner, affectionately expoſ- 
tulated with Emily, on thus indulging unavailing 
regret ; who, though ſhe acknowledged the juſtneſs 
of all He ſaid, could not reſtrain her tears, while ſhe 
did ſo, and he preſently quitted the topic. Expreſ- 
ſing ſurpriſe at not having yet heard from his friend, 
the Advocate at Avignon, in anſwer to the queſtions 
propoſed to him, reſpeCting the eſtates of the late 
Madame Montoni, he with friendly zeal endea- 
voured to cheer Emily with hopes of eſtabliſhing 
her claim to them; while ſhe felt, that the eſtates 
could now contribute little to the happinefs of a 
5 in which Valancourt had no longer an inte- 
reſt. 
When they returned to the chateau, Emily res- 
tired to her apartment, and Count De Villefort to 
the door of the north chambers. This was (till 
faſtened, but, being now determined to arouſe Lu- 
dovico, he renewed his calls more loudly than before, 
after which a total ſilence enſued, and the Count, 


finding all his efforts to be heard ineſſectual, at 
| | length 


| ( 186 ) 
length began to fear, that ſome accident had befallen 
Ludovico, whom terror of 85 nine being 
might have deprived of his ſenſes. He, therefore, 
left the door with an intention of ſummoning bis 
ſervants to force it open, ſome of whom he now 
heard moving in the lower part of the chateau. 

To the Count's enquiries, whether they had ſeen 
or heard Ludovico, they replied in affripht, that 
not one of them had yentured on the north fide of 
the chateau, fince the preceding night. 
le ſleeps ſoundly then,” ſaid the Count, and 

3s at ſuch a diſtance from the outer door, which 
. is faſtened, that to gain admittance to the chambers 
it will be neceſſary to force it. Bring an inſtru- 
ment, and follow me.” 

The ſervants ſtood mute and dejected, and it was 
till nearly all the houſehold were aſſembled, that 
*the Count's orders were obeyed. In the mean time 
Dorothée was telling of a door, that opened from 
2 gallery, leading from the great ſtair-caſe into the 
laſt anti-room of the ſaloon, and, this being much 
nearer to the bed-chamber, it appeared probable, 
that Ludovico might be eafily awakened by an at- 
tempt to open it. Thither, therefore, the Count 
went, but his voice was as ineffectual at this door 
as it had proved at the remoter one; and now, 
ſeriouſly intereſted for Ludovico, he was himſelf 
going to ſtrike upon the door with the inſtrument, 
when he obſerved its ſingular beauty, and with-held 
the blow. It appeared, on the firſt. glance, to 
be of ebony, ſo dark and cloſe was its grain and ſo 

high its palm; but it proved to be only of larch 
wood, of the growth of Provence, then famous for 
its foreſts of larch. The beauty of its poliſhed hue 
and of its delicate carvings determined the Count 
0 ſpare this door, and he returned to that leading 
from the back ſtair- caſe, which being, at length, 


forced, 
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forced, he entered the firſt anti-room, followed by 
Henri and a few of the moſt courageous of his 
ſervants, the reſt awaiting the event of the enquiry 
on the ſtairs and landing-place, ; 


All was filent in the chambers, through which 
the Count paſſed, and, having reached the ſaloon, 
he called loudly upon Ludovico; after which, {iy 


receiving no anſwer, he threw open the door of. e 


bed-room, and entered: 5 
The profound ſtillneſs within confirmed his ap- 


prehenſions for Ludovico, for not even-thieilldtath-— 


ings of a perſon in ſleep were heard; and his un- 
certainty was not ſoon terminated, ſince, the ſhut- 
ters being all cloſed, the chamber was too dark for 
any object to be diſtinguiſhed in it. 

e Count bade a ſervant open them, who, as 
he croſſed the room to do ſo, ſtumbled over ſome- 


thing, and fell to the floor, when his cry occaſioned” 


ſuch panic among the few of his fellows, who had 
ventured thus far, that they inſtantly fled. and 
the Count and Henri were left to finiſh the ad- 


venture. — 


Henri then ſprung acroſs the room, and, open- 
ing a window. ſnutter, they perceived, that the man 


* 


had fallen over a chair near the hearth, in which 


Ludovico had been fitting :—for he ſat there ne 
longer, nor could any where be ſeen by the imper-. 
fect light, that was admitted into the apartment. 
The Count, ſeriouſly alarmed, now opened other 
ſhutters, that he might be enabled to examine fur- 


ther, and, Ludovico not yet appearing, he ſtood | 


for a moment, ſuſpended in aſtoniſhment; and 
ſcarcely truſting his ſenſes, till, his eyes glancing 
on the bed, he advanced to examine whether he 


Was there afleep. No perſon, however, was in it, 
and he proceeded to the oriel, Where every thing 


remained as on the preceding night, but Ludovico 
was no where to be found. | / 
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- The Count now checked his amazement, conſ.. 
dering, that Ludovico might have left the chambers, 
during the night, overcome by the terrors, which 
their lonely deſolation and the recolleQed reports, 
concerning them, had inſpired. Yet, if this had 
N been the fact, the man would, naturally have ſought 

ſociety, and his fellow ſervants had all declared the 

had not ſeen him; the door of the outer room alſo 

had been found faſtened, with the key on the inſide; 

it was impoſſible, therefore, for him to have paſſed 
through that, and all the outer doors of this ſuite 
were found, on examination, to be bolted and lock. 
ed, with the keys alſo within them. The Count, 
being then compelled to believe, that the lad had 
eſcaped through the caſement, next examined them, 
but ſuch as opened wide enough to admit the body 
of a man were found to be carefully ſecured either by 
iron bars, or by ſhutters, and no veſtige appeared of 
any perſon having attempted to paſs them; neither 
was it probable, that Ludovico would have incurred 

the riſque of breaking his neck, by leaping from a 
window, when he might have walked ſafely through 
a door. 2 

The Count's amazement did not admit of words; 
but he returned once more to examine the bed-room, 
where was no appearance of diſorder, except that 
occaſioned by the late overthrow of the chair, near 1 
which had ſtood a ſmall table, and on this Ludovi- 4 
co's (word, his lamp, the book he had been reading, - 

P 
f 


and the remnant of his flaſk of wine ſtill remained. 
At the foot of the table, too, was the baſket with 


{ſome fragments of proviſion and wood. b 
Henri and the ſervant now uttered their aſtoniſh- 8 
ment without reſerve, and, though the Count ſaid * 
little, there was a ſeriouſneſs in his manner, that 
expreſſed much. It appeared, that Ludovico mult s 


have quitted theſe rooms by ſome concealed mo 
| or 
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for the Count could not believe, that any ſuperna- 
tural means had occaſioned this event, yet, if there 
was any ſuch paſlage, it ſeemed inexplicable why he 
ſhould retreat through it, and it was equally ſurpriſ- 
ing, that not even the ſmalleſt veſtige ſhould appear, 
by which his progreſs could be traced. In the rooms 
every thing remained as much in order as if he had 
juſt walked out by the common way. 

The Count himſelf aſſiſted in lifting the arras, 
with which the bed-chamber, ſaloon and one of the 
anti-rooms were hung, that he might diſcover if any 
door had been concealed behind it; but, after a la- 
borious ſearch, none was found, and he, at length, 
quitted the apartments, having ſecured the door of 
the laſt anti-chamber, the key of which he took into 
his own poſſeſſion. He then gave orders, that ſtrict 
ſearch ſhould be made for Ludovico not only in the 
chateav, but in the neighbourhood, and, retiring 
with Henri to his cloſet, they remained there in con- 
verſation for a conſiderable time, and whatever was 
the ſubject of it, Henri from this hour loſt much of 
his vivacity, and his manners were particularly grave 
and reſerved, whenever the topic, which now agi - 
tated the Count's family with wonder and alarm, 
was introduced. 

On the diſappearing of Ludovico, Baron St. 
Foix ſeemed ſtrengthened in all his former opinions 
concerning the probability of apparitions, though it 
was difficult to diſcover what connection there could 
poſſibly be between the two ſubjects, or to account 
for this effect otherwiſe than by ſuppoſing, that the 
myſtery attending Ludovico, by exciting awe and 
curioſity, reduced the mind to a ſtate of ſenſibility, 
which rendered it more liable to the influence of ſu- 
perſtition in general. It is, however, certain, that 
from this period the Baron and his adherents became 
more bigoted to their own ſyſtems than GOT 

t N 
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the terrors of the Count's ſervants increaſed to an 
exceſs, that occaſioned many of them to quit the 
manſon immediately, and the reſt remained on! 
till others could be procured to ſupply their places. 

The moſt ſtrenuous ſearch after Ludovico proved 
unſucceſsful, and, after ſeveral 1 of indefatigable 
enquiry, poor Annette gave herſelf up to deſpair, 
and the other inhabitants of the chateau to amaze- 
ment. 

Emily, whoſe mind had been deeply affected by 
the diſaſtrous fate of the late Marchioneſs, and with 
the myſterious connection which ſhe fancied had ex- 
iſted between her and St. Aubert, was particularly 
impreſſed by the late extraordinary event, and much 
concerned for the loſs of Ludovico, whoſe integrity 
and faithful ſervices claimed both her eſteem and gra- 
titude. She was now very deſirous to return to the 

uiet retirement of her convent, but every hint of 
this was received with real ſorrow by the Lady 


9 Blanche, and affectionately ſet aſide by the Count, 


5 


for whom ſhe felt much of the reſpectful love and 


admiration of a daughter, and to whom, by Doro- 
thee's conſent, ſhe, at length, mentioned the ap- 
pearance, which they had witneſſed in the chamber 
of the deceaſed Marchioneſs. At any other period, 
he would have ſmiled at ſuch a relation, and have 
believed, that its objects had exiſted only in the 
diſtempered fancy of the relater; but he now at- 
tended to Emily with ſeriouſneſs, and, when ſhe con- 


cluded, requeſted of her a promiſe, that this occur- 


rence ſhould reſt in ſilence. Whatever may be 
the cauſe and the import of theſe extraordinary oc- 
currences,' added the Count, time only can ex- 


plain them. I ſhall keep a wary eye upon all that 


paſſes in the chateau, and ſhall purſue every poſſible 
means of diſcovering the fate of Ludovico. Mean- 


while, we muſt be prudent and be ſilent. I will mh 
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ſelf wateh in the north chambers, but of this we 
will ſay nothing, till the night arrives, when I pur- 

e doing ſo.? | | 
The Count then ſent for Dorothee, and required 
of her alſo a promiſe of ſilence, concerning what 
ſhe had already, or might in future witneſs of an 
extraordinary nature; and this ancient ſervant now 
related to him the particulars of the Marchionels 
de Villero!'s death, with ſome of which he ap- 

ared to be already acquainted, while by others 
e was evidently ſurpriſed and agitated. After 
liſtening to this narrative, the Count retired to his 
cloſet, where he remained alone for ſeveral hours; 
and, when he again appeared, the ſolemnity of 
his manner ſurpriſed and alarmed Emily, hut ſhe 

e no utterance to her thoughts. 

On the week following the diſappearance of Lu- 
dovico, all the Count's gueſts took leave of him, 
except the Baron, his Þn Monſ. St. Foix, and. 
Emily; the latter of whom was ſoon after embar- 
raſſed and diſtreſſed by the arrival of another viſt- 
tor, Monſ. Du Pont, which made her determine 
upon withdrawing to her convent immediately. 
The delight that appeared in his countenance, 
when' he met her, told that he brought back the 
fame ardour of paſſion, which had formerly ba- 
niſhed him from Chateau-le-Blanc. He was re- 
ceived with reſerve by Emily, and with pleaſure by 
the Count, who preſented him to her with a ſmile, 
that ſeemed intended to plead his cauſe, and who 
did not hope the leſs for his friend, from the em- 
barraſſment ſhe betrayed. | HA 

But M. Du Pont, with truer ſympathy, ſeemed -- 
to underſtand her manner, and his countenanee 


quickly loſt its vivacity, and ſunk into the langs 


. of deſpondency.* - ef 
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Ong the following day, however, he ſought an 

Opportunity of declaring the purport of- his viſit, 
and renewed his ſuit; a declaration, which was re- 
ceived with real concern by Emily, who endea- 
voured to leſſen the pain ſhe might inflict by a ſe. 
© cond rejection, with aſſurances of eſteem and 
"friendſhip ;. yet the left him in a ſtate of mind, 
that claimed and excited her tendereſt compaſſion ; 


and, being more ſenſible than ever of the impro- 


priety of remaining longer at the chateau, ſhe 


immediately ſought the Count, and communicated . 


to him her intention of returning to the convent. 
My dear Emily,” ſaid he, I obſerve, with 
extreme concern, the illuſion you are encouraging 
Quan illuſion common to young and ſenſible minds. 
Tour heart has received a ſevere ſhock; you be- 
heve you can never entirely recover it, and you 
will encourage this belief, till the habit of in- 
dulging ſorrow will ſubdue the ſtrength of your 
mind, and diſcolour. your future views with me- 
lancholy and regret. Let me diſſipate this illuſion, 
and awaken you to a ſenſe of your danger. 
Emily ſmiled mournfully, I know what you 
would ſay, my dear fir,” ſaid ſhe, and am pre- 
pared to anſwer you. I. feel, that my heart can 
never. know a ſecond affection ; and that I muſt 
never hope even to recover its tranquillity fl 
ſuffer. myſelf. to enter into a ſecond engagement. 
I know, that you feel all this, replied the 
Count; and I know, alſo, that time will over- 
come theſe feelings, unleſs you cheriſh them in ſo- 
litude, and, pardon me, with romantic tendernels. 


2 Then, indeed, time will only confirm habit. Fam 


particularly empowered to ſpeak on this ſubject, 
and to ſympatbize in your ſufferings, added the 
Count, with an air of ſolemnity, * for I have 
known what it is to love, and to lament the object 
Fo: 0 
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of my love. Les,“ continued he, while his eyes 
filled with tears, 1 have ſuffexgd !—but thoſe 
times have paſſed away—long paſſed ! and I can 
now look back upon them without emotion.” | 

My dear fir, faid Emily, timidly, what 


mean thoſe tears ?—they ſpeak, I fear, another 


* 


language they plead for me.“ ; 

5 oy are weak tears, for they are uſeleſs ones, 
replied the Count, drying them, * I would have 
you ſuperior to ſuch weakneſs. Theſe, however, 
are only faint traces of a grief, which, if it had 
not been oppoſed by long continued effort, might 
have led me to the verge of madneſs! Judge, then, 
whether I have not cauſe to warn you of au indul- 
gence, which may produce ſo terrible an effect, 
and which muſt certainly, if not oppoſed, over- 
cloud the years, that otherwiſe might be bappy. 
M. Du Pont is a ſenſible and amiable man, who 
has long been tenderly attached to you; his family 
and fortune are unexceptionable ;—after what I 
have ſaid, it is unnecefſary to add, that I ſhould 
rejoice in your felicity, and that I think M. Du 
Pont. would promote it. Do not weep, Emily,” 
continued the Count, taking her hand, there rs 
happineſs reſerved for you.“ 

He was filent a moment; and then added, in a 
firmer voice, I do not with that you ſhould make 
a violent effort to overcome your feelings; all I, at 
preſent, aſk, is, that you will check the thoughts, 
that would lead you to a remembrance of the paſt; 
that you will ſuffer your mind to be engaged by 
preſent objects; that you will allow yourſelf to 
believe it poſſible you may yet be happy i and that” 
you will ſometimes think with complacency ot” 
poor Du Pont, and not condemn him to the ſtate 
of deſpondency, from which, my dear Emily, Iam 
endeavouring to withdraw you.. 4 Atl | 
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Ahl my dear fir,” ſaid Emily, while her tear; 
fill fell, do not ſuffer the benevolence of your 
wiſhes to miſlead Monſ. Du Pont with an expecta- 
tion that I can ever accept his hand. If I under- 
"ſtand my own heart, this never can be; your in- 


ſtruction I can obey in almoſt every other particu- 


lar, than that of adopting a contrary belief.” 
Leave me to underſtand your heart, replied 
the Count, with a faint ſmile. If you pay me 
the compliment to be guided by my advice in other 
| inſtances, I will pardon your incredulity, reſpect- 
ing your future conduct towards Monſ. Du Pont. 
I will not even preſs you to remain longer at che 
chateau than your own ſatisfaction will permit; 
but though I forbear to oppoſe your preſent retire- 
ment, I thall urge the claims of friendſhip for your 
future viſits.” | 

Tears of gratitude mingled with thoſe of tender 
regret, while Emily thanked the Count for the 
many inſtances of friendſhip ſhe had received from 
him; promiſed to be directed by his advice upon 
every ſubject but one, and aſſured him of the 
pleaſure with which ſhe ſhould; at ſome future pe- 
riod, accept the invitation of the Counteſs and 
himſelf—if Monſ. Du Pont was not at the cha» 
teau. 

The Count ſmiled at this condition. © Be it fo,” 
faid he, © meanwhile the convent is ſo near the 
chateau, that my daughter and I ſhall often viſit 
you; and if, ſometimes, we ſhould dare to bring 

ou another viſitor—will you forgive us?” 

Emily looked diſtreſſed, and remained filent. 

© Well, rejoined the Count, I will purſue 
this ſubject no further, and muſt now entreat your 
forgiveneſs for having preſſed it thus far. You 
will, however, do me the juſtice to believe, that I 

have been urged only by a ſincere regard for your 
1 | happineſs, 
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happineſs, and that of my amiable friend Monſ. 
Du Pont. | 

Emily, when ſhe left the Count, went to men- 
tion her intended departure to the Counteſs, who 
oppoſed it with polite expreſſions of regret ; after 
which, ſhe ſent a note to acquaint the lady abbeſs 
that ſhe ſhould return to the convent; and thither 
ſhe withdrew on the evening of the following day. 
M. Du Pont, in extreme regret, ſaw her depart, 
while the Count endeavoured to cheer him with a 
hope, that Emily would ſometime regard him with 


a more favourable eye. 


She was pleaſed to find herſelf once more in the 
tranquil retirement of the convent, where ſhe expe- 
rienced a renewal of all the maternal kindneſs of 
the abbeſs, and of the ſiſterly attentions of the 
nuns. A report of the late extraordinary occur- 
rence at the chateau had already reached them, 
and, after ſupper, on the evening of her arrival it 
was the ſubject of converſation in the convent par- 
lour, where ſhe was requeſted to mention ſome _ 
particulars of that unaccountable event. . Emily 
was guarded in her converſation, on this ſubject, 
and briefly related a few circumſtances concernin 
Ludovico, whoſe  difappearance, her auditors . 
almoſt unanimouſly agreed, had been effected by 
ſupernatural means. "= 

© A belief had ſo long prevailed,” ſaid a-nung 
who was called ſiſter Frances, that the chateau 
was haunted, that I was ſurpriſed, when I heard 
the Count had the temerity to inhabit it. Its for- 
mer poſſeſſor, I fear, had ſome deed of conſcience 
to atone for; let us hope, that the virtues of its 
preſent owner will preſerve him from the puniſhs 
ment due to the errors of the laſt, if, indeed, he 
was criminal. 
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Of what crime, then, was he ſuſpected?' ſaid 


a Mademoiſelle Feydeau, a boarder at the con- 
vent. 

Let us pray for his ſoul!” ſaid a nun, who had 
till now ſat in ſilent attention. 

© If he was criminal, his puniſhment in this 
world was ſufficient.” 
There was a mixture of wildneſs and ſolemnity 
in her manner of delivering this, which ſtruck 
Emily exceedingly ; but Mademoiſelle repeated her 
queſtion, without noticing the ſolemn eagerneſs of 
the nun. 

© T dare not preſume to ſay what was his crime, 
replied ſiſter Frances; but I have heard many re- 
ports of an extraordinary nature, reſpeCting the 
late Marquis de Villeroi, and many others, that, 
ſoon after the death of his lady, he quitted Chateau 
le Blanc, and never afterwards returned to it. I 
was not here at the time, fo I can only mention it 
from report, and ſo many years have paſled ſince 
the Marchioneſs died, that few of our ſiſter-hood, 
believe, can do more. 


But I can, ſaid the nun, who had before 
&@ ſpoke, and whom they called ſiſter Agnes. 1 
© + You then, ſaid Mademoiſelle Feydeau, are.* 


poſſibly acquainted with circumſtances, that enable 
you to judge, whether he was criminal or not, and 
what was the crime imputed to him.” 

I am, replied the nun; but who ſhall fie 
to ſcrutinize my thoughts—who ſhall dare to pluck 
out my opinion ? 508 only is his judge, and to that 
judge he is gone! 

Emily looked with ſurpriſe at ſiſter Frances, who 
returned her a ſignificant glance. 


'*. T only. requeſted your opinion,” ſaid Maderhoi- 


ſele Feydeau, | mildly”; ; if the ſubjeCt.is diſpleaſing 
| ien, Iwill drop it. 
| © Difpleaſing !— 
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© Diſpleaſing !'—ſaid the nun, with emphaſis. 
— We are idle talkers; we do not weigh the 
meaning of the words we uſe ; diſplegſing is a poor 
word. I will go pray.“ As ſhe ſaid this ſhe roſe - 
from her ſeat, and with a profound ſigh quitted her 
room. | 


* What can be the meaning of this?“ ſaid Emily, 
when ſhe was gone. | 

© It is nothing extraordinary,“ replied: ſiſter 
Frances, ſhe is often thus; but ſhe has no mean- 
ing in what ſhe ſays. Her intellects are at times 
deranged. Did you never ſee her thus before?“ 
Never, ſaid Emily. © I have, indeed, ſome- 
times, thought, that there was the melancholy of 
madneſs in her look, but never before perceived 
ü her ſpeech. Poor ſoul, I will pray for her! 
$ Your prayers, then, my daughter, will unite 
th ours,” obſerved the lady abbeſs, © ſhe has need 
of them.” 

Dear lady,” ſaid Mademoiſelle Feydeau, ad- 
dreſſing the abbeſs, what is your opinion of the 
late Marquis ? The ſtrange circumſtances, that have 
occurred at the chateau, have ſo much awakened ' 
amy curioſity, that I ſhall be pardoned the queſtion. 

at was his imputed crimes, and what the pu- 
mMhment, to which ſiſter Agnes alluded ” 
+ © We muſt be cautious of advancing our opini- 
on,” ſaid the abbeſs, with an air of reſerve, mingled - 
with ſolemnity, we muſt be cautious of advanc- 
ing our opinion on ſo delicate a ſubject. I will 
not take upon me to pronounce, that the late Mar- 
quis was crichinal, or to ſay what was the crime of 
which he was ſuſpected ; but, concerning the pu- 
niſhment our daughter Agnes. hinted, | know of 
none he ſuffered. Jbe probably alluded to the fe-- 
pere one, which an exaſperated conſcience can ig 
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ſti. - Beware, my children, of incurring ſo terri. 
ble a puniſhment—It is the purgatory of this life ! 
The late Marchioneſs I knew well; ſhe was a pat. 
tern to ſuch as live in the world; nay, our ſacred 
order need not have bluſmed to copy her virtues | 
Our holy convent received her mortal part ; her 
heavenly ſpirit, I doubt not, aſcended to its ſanc- 
tuary. | 

Ka the abbeſs ſpoke this, the laſt bell of veſpers 
ſtruck up, and ſhe roſe. * Let us go, my children, 
faid ſhe, © and intercede for the wretched ; let us 
go and confeſs our {ins and endeavour to purify our 
ſouls for the heaven, to which e is gone 

Emily was affected by the ſolemnity of this ex- 
hortation, and, remembering her father, The 
heaven, to which he, too, is gone? ſaid ſhe, 
faintly, as ſhe ſuppreſſed her ſighs, and followed 
the abbeſs and the nuns to the chapel. 
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CHAP. XIlL 


© Be thou 1 ſpirit of health, or goblin damn'd, y 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blaſts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, 
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— I wil. ſpeak to thee.” 
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oUNT DE VILLEFORT, at length, received a 
letter from the advocate at Avignon, encouraging 
Emily to affert her claim to the eſtates of the late 
Madame Montoni; and, about the ſame time, a 
neſſenger arrived from Monſieur Queſncl with in- 
eligence, that made an appeal to the law on this 
ubject unneceffary, ſince it appeared, that the only ; 
jerſon, who could have oppoſed her claim, was now | 
o more. A friend of M. Queſnel, who reſided at Fo 
enicey, had fent him an account of the death of 
Montoni, who had been brought to trial with Or- 
no, as his ſuppoſed accomplice in the murder of 
te Venetian nobleman. Orſino was found guilty; 
mdemned and executed upon the wheel, but, ne 


ling being diſcovered to criminate Mantotſ, and 
is colleagues, on this chan they were all releaſ- 
| ed, 
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ed, except Montoni, who being conſidered by the 
ſenate as a very dangerous perſon, was, for other 
reaſons, ordered again into confinement, where, it 
was ſaid, he had died in a doubtful and myſterious 
manner, and not without ſuſpicion of having been 
r The authority, from which M. Queſnel 
ad received this information, would not allow him 
to doubt its truth, and he told Emily, that ſhe had 
now only to lay claim to the eſtates of her late aunt, 
to ſecure them, and added, that he would himſelf 
aſſiſt in the neceſſary forms of this buſineſs. The 
term, for which La Vallée had been let being now 
alſo nearly expired, he acquainted her with the cir. 
cumſtance, and adviſed her to take the road thither, 
through Tholouſe, where he promiſed to meet her, 
and where it would be proper for ker to take poſ- 
ſeſhon of the eſtate of the late Madame Montoni; 
adding that he would ſpare her any difficulties, 
that might occur on that occaſion from the want of 
knowledge on the ſubject, and that he believed it 
would be neceſſary for her to be at Tholouſe, in 
about three weeks from the preſent time. 

An increaſe of fortune ſeemed to have awakened 
this ſudden kindneſs in M. Queſnel towards his 
niece, and it appeared, that he entertained more 
reſpe for the rich heireſs, than he had ever felt 
compaſſion for the poor and unfriended orphan. 

The pleaſure, with which ſhe received this intel. 
ligence, was clouded when ſhe conſidered, that he, 
for whoſe ſake ſhe had once regretted the want of 
fortune, was no longer worthy of ſharing it with 
her ; but, remembering the friendly admonition of 
the Count, ſhe checked this mglancholy reflection, 
and endeayoured to feel only gratitude for the un. 
expected good, that now attended her; while it 


formed no inconſiderable part of her 6 to 
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know, that La Vallee, her native home, which was 
endeared to her by its having been the reſidence of 
her parents, would ſoon be reſtored to her poſſeſſion. 
There ſhe meant to fix her future reſidence, for, 
though it could not be compared with the chateau 
at Tholouſe, either for extent, or magnificence, its 
pleaſant ſcenes and the tender remembrances, that 
haunted them, had claims upon her heart, which 
ſhe was not inclined to ſacrifice to oſtentation. She 
wrote immediately to thank M. Queſnel for the ac- 
tive intereſt he took in her concerns, and to ſay, 
that ſhe would meet him at Tholouſe at the ap- 
ointed time. 

When Count de Villefort, wich Blanche, came 
to the convent to give Emily the advice of the ad- 
vocate, he was informed of the contents of M. 
Queſnel's letter, and gave her his ſincere congratu- 
lations, on the occaſion; but ſhe obſerved, that, 
whea the firſt expreſſion of ſatisfaftion had faded 
from his countenance, an unuſual gravity ſucceeded, 
and ſhe ſcarcely heſitated to enquire its cauſe. 

„It has no new occaſion,' replied the Count; 
J am harraſſed and perplexed by the confuſion, 
into which my family is thrown by their fooliſh ſu- 
perſtition. Idle reports are floating round me, 
which I can neither admit to be true, or prove to 


be falſe; auch I am alſo, very anxious about the 


poor fellow, Ludovico, concerning whom | have 


not been able to obtain information. Every part 


of the chateau and every part of the neighbour- 
hood, too, has, I believe, been ſearched, and 1 know 
not what further can be done, ſince i bave alread 

offered large rewards for the diſcovery of him. The 
keys of the north apartment I have not ſuffered to 
be out of my W ſince be diſappeared, 
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and I mean to watch in thoſe chambers, myſelf this 
very night.” 

Emily, ſeriouſly alarmed for the Count, united 
her entreaties with thoſe of the Lady Blanche, to 
diſſuade him from his purpoſe. 

„What ſhould I fear?“ faid he. I have no faith 
in ſupernatural combats, and for human oppo. 
Ation 1 ſhall be prepared; nay, I will even promiſe 
not to watch alone. 

But who, dear fir, will have courage enough 
to watch with you ?” ſaid Emily. 

© My ſon,” replied the Count. If I am not 
carried off in the night,” added he, ſmiling, © you 
Mall hear the reſult of my adventure, to-morrow.” 

The Count and Lady Blanche, ſhortly afterwards 
took leave of Emily, and returned to the chateau, 
where he mformed Henri of his intention, who, 
not without ſome ſecret reluctance, conſented to be 
the partner of his watch; and, when the deſign waz 
mentioned after ſupper, the Counteſs was terrified, 
and the Baron, and M. Du Pont joined with her in 
entreating, that he would: not tempt his fate, as Lu- 
dovico had done. We know not,” added the Ba- 
ron, the nature, or the power of an evil dpirit; 
and: that ſuch, a ſpirit haunts thoſe chambers can 
now, I think ſcarcely be doubted; Beware, my lord, 
how you provoke its vengeance, fince it has already 
given us one terrible example of its malice. I al- 
low it may be probable, that the ſpirits of the dead 
are permitted to return to the earth only on occa- 
ſions of high import; but the preſent import may 
be your deſtruction? 

The Count could not forbear ſmiling; Do 

u think then, Baron,” ſaid he, that my de- 

Aeration of ſufſieient importance to draw back re 
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earth the foul of the departed ? Alas! my good 
friend, there is no occation for ſach means to ac- 
compliſh the deſtruCtion of any individual. Where- 
ever the myſtery reſts, I truſt I ſhall, this night, 
de able to detect it. You know I am not Þperſtt- 
tious.” | | 

© I know that you are incredulous,” interrupted 
the Baron. 

Well, call it what you will, I meant to ſay, 
that, though you know [i free from ſuperſtition 
—if any thing fupernatural has appeared, I doubt 


not it will appear to me, and if any flrange event 
hangs over my houſe, or if any extraordinary tranſ- 


0 action has formerly been connected with it, I ſhall 
le probably be made acquainted with it. At all events 

| will invite diſcovery; and, that I may be equal 
" to a mortal attack, which in good truth, my friend, 
" s what I moſt expect, I ſhall take care to be well 


armed. 
The Count took leave of his family, ſor the night, 
with an aſſumed gaiety, which but ill concealed 


the anxiety, that depreſſed his ſpirits, and retired 


to the north apartments, accompanied by his ſon 
and followed by the Baron, M. Du Pont and ſome 


t; of the domeſtics; who all bade him good night at 
. the outer door, In theſe chambers every thing ap- 
4 . peared as when he had laſt been here; even in the 


bed-room no alteration was viſible, where he lighted. 
his own fire, for Hone of the domeſtics could be 
prevailed upon to venture thither. After carefully . 
examining the chamber and the oriel, the Count 
and Henri drew their chairs upon the hearth; ſet a 
bottle of wine and a lamp before them, laid their 
[words upon the table, and, ſtirring the wood into 


But Henri was often ſilent and abſtracted, and ſome 
=_ > 
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a blaze, began to converſe on indifferent topic | 
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times threw a glance of mingled awe and eurio- 
ſity round the gloomy apartment; while the Count 

adually ceaſed to converſe, and ſat either loſt 
in thought, or reading a volume of Tacitus, which 
he had brought to beguile the tediouſneſs of the 


night. 
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CHAP; VV. 


« Give thy thoughts no tongue.“ 


SHAKESPEARE 


Tar Baron Saint Foix, whom anxiety for his 


friend had kept awake, roſe early to enquire the 
event of the night, when, as he paſſed the Count's 
cloſet; hearing ſteps within, he knocked at the 
door, and it was opened by his friend himſelf. Re 
joicing to ſee him in ſafety, and curious to learn 
the occurrences of the night, he had not immedi- 
ately leiſure to obſerve the unuſual gravity, that 


over-ſpread the features of the Count, whoſe re- 


ſerved anſwers firſt occaſioned him to notice it. 
The Count, then ſmiling, endeavoured to treat the 
ſubject of his curioſity with levity; but the Baron 
was ſerious, and purſued- his enquiries fo cloſely, 
that the Count, at length, reſuming his gravity, 


fad, Well, my friend, preſs the ſubſect no 
further, I entreat you; and let me requeſt alſo, 


tat you will hereafter be filent upon any thinggeg -=*' 
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may think extraordinary in my future conduct. 1 
do not ſcruple to tell you, that I am unhappy, and 
that the watch of the laſt night has not aſſiſted me 
to diſcover Ludovico; upon every occurrence of the 
night you muſt excuſe my reſerve. 

© But where is Henri?” ſaid the Baron, with 
ſurpriſe and diſappointment at this denial. 

« He is well in his own apartment,” zeplied the 
Count. You will not queſtion him on this topic, 
my friend, fince you know my wiſh.” 

© Certainly not,” ſaid the Baron, ſomewhat cha. 
grined, * fince it would be diſpleaſing to you; but 
methinks, my friend, you might rely on my diſcre- 
tion, and drop this unuſual reſerve. However, 
you mult all&w me to ſuſpect, that you have rea- 
Jon to become a convert to my ſyſtem, and are no 
— the incredulous knight you lately appeared 
to be. | 


upon me to- 
for near thirty 


2 either my eſteenꝭ or the ſincerity of my 


iendſhip.“ 


I will not doubt either, ſaid the Baron, * though 


I, 
11 —— 


To me I will allow it,” replied the Count, 
but I earneſtly entreat that you will forbear to 
notice it to my family, as well as every thing re- 


markable you may obſerve in my conduct towards 


them.“ 
The Baron readily promiſed this, and, after con- 
verſing for ſome time on general topics, they de- 


ſcended to the breakfaſt- rom, where the Cone 
me 


1 
met his family with a cheerful countenance; and 


evaded their enquiries by employing light ridicule, 
a and aſſuming an air of uncommon gaiety, while be 
a3 aſſured them, that they need not apprehend any 
evil trom the north chambers, fince Henri and 
h himſelf had been permitted to return from them in 
ſafet 
e Henri, however, was leſs ſucceſsful in diſguiſing 
, his feelings. From his countenance an expreſſion 
of terror Was not entirely faded; he was often 
a filent and thoughtful, and, when he attempted to 
t laugh at the eager enquiries of mademoiſelle Bearn, 
5 it was evidently only an attempt. 
5 In the evening, the Count called, as he had pro- 
a miſed, at the convent, and Emily was ſurpriſed to 
0 perceive a mixture of playful ridicule and of reſerve 
0 in his mention of the north apartment. Of what 


had occurred there, however, he ſaid nothing, and, 
when ſhe ventured to remind him of his promiſe 
to tell her the reſult of his enquiries, and to aſk if 
he had received any proof, that thoſe chambers 
were haunted, his look became ſolemn, for a mo- 
ment, then, ſeeming to recollect himſelf, he ſmiled, ' 
and ſaid, My dear Emily, do not ſuffer my lad 
abbeſs to infect your good underſtanding with theſe 4 
fancies; ſhe will teach you to expect a ghoſt in 

every dark room. But believe me,” added he, with: ©. 
2 44. ſigh, © the apparition of the dead comes 
not on light, or ſportive errands, to terrify, or to 
ſurpriſe the timid. He pauſed, and fell into a mo- 
mentary thoughtfulneſs, and then added, We 
will ſay no more on this ſubjeQ.” 

Soon after, he took — and, When Eally 
jomed ſome of the nuns, ſhe was ſorpriſed to find 
them acquainted with a circumſtance, which the had. : 
carefully avoided to mention, and expreſſing their: IN 4 
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admiration of his intrepidity in having dared to pag 
a night in the apartment, whence Ludovico had 
diſappeared; for ſhe had not conſidered with what 


rapidity a tale of wonder circulates. The nuns 


had acquired their information from peaſants, why 
brought fruit to the monaſtery, and whoſe whole 
attention had been fixed, ſince the diſappearance 
of Ludovico, on what was paſling in the caſtle, 

Emily liſtened in filence to the various opinion; 
of the nuns, concerning the conduct of the Count, 
moſt of whom condemned it as raſh and preſump- 
tuous, affirming, that it was provoking the ven- 
— of an evil ſpirit, thus to intrude upon its 

aunts. 

Siſter Frances contended, that the Count had 
acted with the bravery of a virtuous mind. He 
knew himſelf guiltleſs of aught, that ſhould pro. 
voke a good ſpirit, and did not fear the ſpells of 
an evil one, ſince he could claim the protection 


of an higher Power, of Him, who can com- 
mand the wicked, and will protect the inno- 
Cent. 


The guilty cannot claim that protection! 


- ſaid ſiſter Agnes, let the Count look to his con- 


duct, that he do not forfeit his claim! Yet who is 
he, that ſhall dare to call himſelf innocent 


all earthly innocence is but comparative. Yet (till 


Oh! 


how wide aſunder are the extremes of guilt 
and to what an horrible depth may we fall 


The nun, as ſhe concluded, uttered a ſhuddering 


ſigh, that ſtartled Emily, who, looking up, receiv- 
ed the eyes of Agnes fixed on hers, after which 


and then ſaid, 


the ſiſter roſe, took her hand, gazed earneſtly upon 
her countenance, for ſome moments, in ſilence, 


#3 « You 
——— 
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e You are young—you are innocent! I mean you 
are yet innocent of any great crime But you have 
aſſions in your heart, — ſcorpions ; they ſleep now 
ewe how you awaken them |—they will ſting 

you, even unto death Þ 

Emily, affected by theſe words and by the ſolem- 
nity, with which they were. delivered, could not 
ſuppreſs her tears. 
3 Ahl is it ſo ? exclaimed Agnes, her counte- 
, nance ſoſtening from its ſternneſs—* ſo young, and 
ſo unfortunate ! We are ſiſters, then indeed. Let, 
there is no bond of kindneſs among the guilty,” ſhe 
added, while her eyes reſumed their wild expreſhon, 
© no gentleneſs—no peace, no hope ! I knew them 
all once—my eyes could weep—but now they 
burn, for now, my ſoul is fixed, and fearleſs !—1 
lament no more 


Rather let us repent, and pray, ſaid another 


n nun. We are taught to hope, that prayer and 
| penitence will work our ſalvation. There is hope 
* for all who repent “' 


* Who repent and turn to. the true faith,“ ob- 
ſerved ſiſter Frances. x 


a For all but me! replied Agnes ſolemnly, who <2 
I pauſed, and then abruptly added, My head burns, 
5 [ believe I am not well. O! could I ſtrike from 


my memory all former ſcenes—the figures, that riſe 
up like furies, to torment me !.--I ſee them, when 
I fleep, and, when Iam awake, they are ſtill before 
my eyes! I ſee them now---now _ 
8 She ſtood in a fixed attitude of horror, her ſtrain- = | 

ing eyes moving {lowly round the room, ag if the 
followed ſomething. Orie of the nuns gently ook 1 
her hand, to lead her from the parlour. Agues 


« 
7 
by 


e, became calm, drew her other hand acroſs her eyes, 


* Other boarders, © | cannot tell you now, but, if 


night.“ 
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looked again, and, ſighing deeply, ſaid, © They 
are gone-=-they are gone ! I am feveriſh, I knoy 
not what | ſay. I am thus, ſometimes, but it will 
$0 off again, I ſhall ſoon be better. Was not that 
the veſper-bell “ | 

© No,' replied Frances, the evening ſervice is 
paſſed. Let Margaret lead you to your cell.“ 
Fou are right,“ ſaid lifter Agnes, I ſhall be 
better there. Good night, my fiſters, remember 
me in your oriſons P 1 | 

When they had withdrawn, Frances, obſerving 
Emily's emotion, ſaid, Do not be alatmed, our 
filter is often thus deranged, though I have not 
lately ſeen her ſo frantic ; her uſual mood is melan- 
choly. This fit has been coming on, for ſeveral 
days; ſecluſion and the cuſtomary treatment will 
reſtore her.” WS | 

© But how rationally ſhe converſed, at firſt! ob- 
ſerved Emily, her ideas followed each other in 
perfect order. 

Ves, replied the nun, * this is nothing new; 
nay, I have ſometimes known her argue not only 
with method, but with acuteneſs, and then, in a 
moment, ſtart off into madneſs 
© Her conſcience ſeems afflifted,* faid Emily, 
did you ever hear what circumſtance reduced 
her to this deplorable condition ?—& 

© I have,” replied the nun, who ſaid no more 
till Emily repeated the queſtion, when the added in 
a low voice, and looking ſignificantly towards the 


you think it worth Four while, come to my cell, 
to-night, when our ſiſterhood, are at reſt, and you 
all hear more; but remember we rife to mid- 


night prayers, and conie either before or after mid- 
Emily | 


\ 
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Emily promiſed to remember, and, the abbefs - 
ſoon after appearing, they ſpoke no more of the. 
unhappy nun. „ 

The Count, meanwhile, on his return home, had 
found M. Du Pont in one of thoſe fits of defpon- 
dency, which bis attachment to Emily frequently 
occaſioned him, an attachment that had ſubſiſted 
too long to be eaſily ſubdued; and which had already 
outlived the oppoſition of his friends. M. Du Pont 
had firſt ſeen Emily in 3 during the life- 
time of his parent, who, on diſcovering his ſon's 
partiality for mademoiſelle St. Aubert, his inferior 
in point of fortune, forbade him to declare it to her 
family, or to think of her more: During the life 
of his father, he had obſerved the firſt command, 
but had found it impracticable to obey the ſecond, 
and had, fometimes, ſoothed his paſſion by viſiting 
her favourite haunts, among which was the fiſhing= 
houſe, where, once or twice, he addreſſed her in 
verſe, concealing his name, in obedience” to the- 
promiſe he had given his father. There too he 
played the pathetic air, to which ſhe had liſtene@ 
with ſuch ſurprife and admiration : and there he 
found the miniature, that had ſince cheriſhed a pat 
fion fatal to his repoſe. During his expedition into. 
Italy his father died; but he received his liberty at 
a moment, when he was the leaſt enabled to profit - 
by it, fince the object, that rendered it moſt valu- 

le, was no longer within the reach of his vo-. 

y what accident he diſcovered Emily, and-affifte&: ' = 
to releaſe her from a terrible imprifonment, has al 
ready appeared, and alſo the unavailing hope, 
with which he then encouraged his love, and the 

 Truitleſs efforts that he had fince made to over-" 
come it. 9 

The Count ſtill endeavoured, with friendty eal, 
to ſooth him with a belief, that patience, perieve-. . 
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rance and prudence would finally obtain for him 
"happineſs and Emily; Time,“ ſaid he, will 


wear away the melancholy impreſſion, which dif. 


appointment has left on her mind, and ſhe will be 
* ſenſible of your merit. Your ſervices have already 
awakened her gratitude, and your ſufferings her 


pity; and truſt me, my friend, in a heart ſo ſen- 
ſible as bers, gratitude and pity lead to love. When 
her imagination is reſcued from its preſent deluſion, 
ſhe will readily accept the homage of a mind like 
ours.“ 

f Du Pont ſighed, while he liſtened to theſe words; 
and, endeavouring to hope what his friend believed, 
he willingly yielded to an invitation. to prolong his 
viſit at the chateau, which we now leave for the 
monaſtery of St. Claire. 

When the nuns had retired to reſt, Emily ſtole 


to her appointment with ſiſter Frances, whom 
the, found in her cell, engaged in prayer, before 


a little- table, where appeared the image ſhe was 
addreſſing, and, above,, the dim lamp that 


: gave light to the place. Turning her eyes, as the 


oor opened, . ſhe beckoned to Emily to come in, 

who, having done - ſo, ſeated herſelf in filence 
beſide the nun's little mattreſs of ſtraw, till her 
oriſons ſhould conclude. . The latter ſoon roſe 
from her knees, and, taking down the lamp and 
placing it on the table, Emily perceived there 2 
human ſcull and bones, lying beſide an hour-glaſs; 
but the nun, without obſerving her emotion, fat 
down on the matraſs by her, ſaying, © Your cu- 
rioſity, ſiſter, has made you punCtual, but you have 
wk in the hiſtory of poor 


Agnes, of whom I avoided to ſpeak in the preſence 


of my lay-ſiſters, only becauſe J would not pub- 


liſh her crime to them.” 
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I ſhall conſider your confidence in me as a fa- 
your,”. ſaid Emily, © and will not miſuſe it. 

« Siſter Agnes, reſumed the nun, is of a noble 
family, as the dignity, of her air muſt already have 
informed you, but I will not diſhonour their name 
ſo much as to reveal it. Love was the. occaſion 
of her crime and of her madneſs, - She was beloved 
by a gentleman of inferior fortune, and her father, 
as I have heard, beſtowing her on a nobleman, 
whom ſhe diſliked; an ill- governed paſhon proved 
her deſtruQtion. Every obligation of virtue and of 
duty was forgotten, and fhe prophaned her mar- 
riage vows ; but her guilt was ſoon detected, and 
ſhe would have fallen a ſacrifice to the vengeance- 
of her huſband, had not her father contrived to con- 
vey her from his power. By what means he did 
this, I never could learn ; but he ſecreted her in. 
this convent, where he afterwards prevailed with 
her to take the veil, while a report was circulateQ” 
in the world, that ſhe was dead, and the father, to 
fave his daughter, aſliſted the rumour, and employ- 
ed ſuch means as induced her huſband to believe ſhe 
had become a victim to his jealouſy. You look 
ſurpriſed,” added the nun, obſerving Emily's coun- 
tenance; I allow the ſtory is uncommon, but not, 
believe, without a parallel. | 

Pray proceed,” ſaid Emily, © I am greatly 
intereſted.” | 

* The. ſtory is already told,' reſumed the nun, 
I have only to mention, that the long ſtruggle, 


* 


which Agnes ſuffered, between love, remorſe and a 


ſenſe of the duties ſhe had taken upon herſelf in he- 

coming of our order, at length unſettled her reaſon. 
At firſt, ſhe was frantic and melancholy by quick -. 
ſucceſſions; then, ſhe ſunk into a deep and ſettled: - 
melancholy, which ſtill, however, has, at r | 
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been interrupted by fits of wildneſs, and, of late 
theſe have again been frequent 

Emily was affected by the hiſtory of the ſiſter, 
ſome parts of whoſe ſtory brought to her remem. 
brarice that of the Marchioneſs de Villeroi, who 
had alſo been compelled by her father to. forſake the 
object of her affections, for a nobleman of his 
choice; but, from what Dorothée had related, 
there appeared no reaſon to ſuppoſe, that ſhe had 
eſcaped the vengeance of a jealous huſband, or to 
doubt for a moment the innocence of her conduct. 
But _ while ſhe ſighed over the miſery of the 
nun, could not forbear ſhedding a few tears to the 
misfortunes of the Marchioneſs; and, when ſhe re- 
turned to. the mention of filter Agnes, ſhe aſked 
Frances if ſhe remembered her in her youth, and 
whether ſhe was then beautiful. 

I was not here at the time when the took the 

vows,” replied Frances, which is ſo long ago, 
that few of the preſent ſiſter hood, | believe, were 
witneſſes of the ceremony; nay, even our lady mo- 
ther did not then preſide over the convent : but I 
can remember, when fiſter Agnes was a very beau- 
«tiful woman. She retains that air of high rank, 
which always diſtinguiſhed her, but her beauty, 
you mult perceive, is fled ; I can ſcarcely diſcover 
= even a veltige of the lovelineſs, that once animated 
her features“ 

« It is {trange,* faid Emily, but there are mo- 
ments, when her countenance has appeared familiar 
to my memoty ! You will think me fanciful, and 1 
_think myſelf ſo, for 1 certainly never faw fiſter Ag- 
nes, before I came to this convent, and I mult, 
- therefore, have ſeen ſome perſon, whom ſhe ſtrongly 


.-. Felendbles, though of this I have no recolleCtion-' 
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e You have been intereſted by the deep melan- 
choly of her countenance,” ſaid Frances, and its 
impreſſion has probably deluded your imagination; 
for | might as reaſonably think I perceive a likeneſs 
between you and Agnes, as you, that you have 
ſeen her any where but in this convent, ſince this 
has been her place of refuge, for nearly as many 
years as make your age.” 

© Indeed ſaid Emily. 

* Yes,” rejoined Frances, and why does that 
circumſtance excite your ſurpriſe ?” 

Emily did not appear to notice this queſtion, but 
remained thoughtful, for a few moments, and 
then ſaid, it was about that ſame period that the 
Marchioneſs de Villeroi expired.” 

© That is an old remark,” ſaid Frances. 

Emily, recalled from her reverie, ſmiled, and 

the converſation another turn, but it foon 
came back to the ſubject of the unhappy nun, and 
Emily remained in the cell of ſiſter Frances, till 
the midnight bell arouſed her; when, apologizing 
for having interrupted the ſiſter's repoſe, till this 
late hour, they quitted the cell together. Emily 
returned to her chamber, and the nun, bearing 2 
glimmering taper, went to her devotion in the 
chapel, | 
Several days followed, during which Emily ſaw 


neither the Count, or any of his family; and, 


when, at length, he appeared, ſhe remarked, with 
concern, that his air was unuſually diſturbed. 

© My ſpirits are harraſſed, ſaid he, in anſwer 
to her anxious enquiries, © and I mean to change 
4 reſidence, for a little while, an experiment, 
mach, I hope, will reſtore my mind to its uſual 
tranquillity, My daughter and myſelf will accom» 
2 
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pany the Baron St. Foix to his chateau. It lies in 
a valley of the Pyrenees, that opens towards Gal. 
cony, and I have been thinking, Emily, that, 

when you ſet out for La Vallee, we may go part of 
the way together; it would be a ſatisfaction to me 
to guard you towards your home.“ 

She thanked the Count for his friendly conſide- 
ration, and lamented, that the neceſſity for her 
going firſt to Tholouſe would render this plan im- 
practicable, But, when you are at the Baron's 
reſidence,” ſhe added, you will be only a ſhort: 
Journey from La Vallee, and I think, fir, you will 
not leave the country without viſiting me; it is un- 
neceſſary to ſay with what pleaſure I ſhould receive 
you and the Lady Blanche.” 

© I do not doubt it,“ replied the Count, and 
I will not deny myſelf and Blanche the pleaſure of 
viſiting you, if your affairs ſhould allow you to be 
at La Vallee, about the time when we can meet 

you there. 
When Emily ſaid that ſhe ſhould hope to ſee the 
Counteſs alſo, ſhe was not ſorry to learn that this 
lady was going, accompanied by Mademoiſelle 
Bearn, to pay a viſit, for a few weeks, to a family 
in lower Languedoc. 

The Count, after ſome further converſation on 
his intended journey and on the arrangement of 
Emily's, took leave; and many days did not ſuc- 
ceed this viſit, - before a ſecond letter from M. 
Queſnel informed her, that he was then at 'Tho- 
Jouſe, that La Vallee was at liberty, and that he 
wiſhed her to ſet off for the former place, where 
he awaited her arrival, with all poſhble diſpatch, 
ſince his own affairs preſſed him to return to Gaſ- 
cony: Emily did not heſitate to obey him, and, 

| having 


e 


i 


having taken an affecting leave of the Counss 
family, in which M. Du Pont was ſtill included, 
and of her friends at the convent, ſhe ſet out for 
Tholouſe, attended by the unhappy Annette, and 
guarded by a ſteady ſervant of the Count. 


— 


CHAP. 


CHAP. XVI. 


© Lull'd in the countleſs chambers of the brain, 
Our thoughts are link'd by many a hidden chain: 
Awake butwone, and lo! what myriads riſe! 
Each ſtamps its image as the other Hiesl“ 
N  PLEASURBS or MtMonys 


E MILL purſued her journey, without any 
accident,. along the plains of Languedoc towards 
the north-weſt ; and, on this her return to Tho- 
loufe, which ſhe had laſt left with Madame Mon- 
toni, ſhe thought much on the melancholy fate of 
her aunt, who, but for her own imprudence, 
might now have been living in happineſs there 
Montoni, too, often roſe to her fancy, ſuch as ſhe 
had ſeen him in his days of triumph, bold, ſpirited 
and commanding ; ſuch alſo as ſhe had fince beheld 


him in his _ of vengeance ; and now, only a 
8 


few ſhort months had paſſed and he had no longer 
the power, or the will to afflict; — he had become a 
clod of earth, and his life was vaniſhed like a 
ſhadow ! Emily could have wept at his fate, had 
ſhe not remembered his crimes; for that of her 
unfortunate aunt ſhe did weep; and all fenſe of 
her errors was overcome by the recollection of her 
misfortunes. 


Other thoughts and other emotions ſucceeded, 


as Emily drew near the well-known ſcenes of ber 
early love, and conſidered, that Valancourt was 
loſt to her and to himſelf, for ever. At beg, 

| | he” 
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ſhe came to the brow of the hill, whence, on her 
departure for Italy, ſhe had given a farewell look 
to this beloved landſcape, amongſt whoſe woods 
and fields ſhe had ſo often walked with Valancourt, 
and where he was then to inhabit, when ſhe would 
be far, far away ! She ſaw, once more, that chain 
of the Pyrenées, which overlooked La Vallée, 


riſing, like faint clouds, on the horizon. There, 


oo, is Gaſcony, extended at their feet“ ſaid Me. 
O my father, —my mother! And there, too, is 
the Garonne ' ſhe added, drying the tears, that ob- 
ſcured her fight, —* and Tholouſe, and my aunt's 
manſion---and the groves in her garden J. -O my 
friends ! are ye all loſt to W I never, never 
ſe ye more! Tears ruſhed again to her eyes, and 
ſhe continued to weep, till an abrupt turn in the 
road had nearly occaſioned the carriage to overſet, 
when, looking up, ſhe perceived another part of 
the well-known ſcene around Tholouſe, and all 
the reflections and anticipations, which ſhe had 
ſuffered, at the moment, when ſhe bade it laft 
adieu, came with recollected force to her heart. 
She remembered how anxiouſly ſhe had looked ſor- 
ward to the futurity, which was to decide her hap- 
pineſs concerning Valancourt, and what depreſſing 
fears had aſſailed her; the very words ſhe had ut- 
tered, as ſhe withdrew her laſt look from the proſ- 
pet, came to her memory. Could I but be cer- 
tain, ſhe had then faid, that I ſhould ever re- 
turn, and that Valancourt would {till live for me - 
I ſhould go in peace! 

Now, that futurity, ſo anxjouſly anticipated, 
was arrived, ſhe was returned---but what a drea 
blank appeared !---Valancourt no longer lived for 
her! She had no longer even the melancholy fa= 
tisfaction of contemplating his image in her heart, 


tor he was no longer the ſame Valancourt ſhe had 
cheriſned 


. 
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cheriſhed there- the ſolace of many a mournful 
hour, the animating friend, that had enabled her 
to bear up againſt the pe phone of Montoni--.the 
diſtant hope, that had beamed over her gloomy 


1 On perceiving this beloved idea to be an 
1 


luſion of her own creation, Valancourt ſeemed 
to be annihilated, and her ſoul fickened at the 
blank, that remained. His marriage with a rival, 
even his death, ſhe thought ſhe could have endured 
with mare fortitude, than this diſcovery ; for then, 
amidſt all her grief, ſhe could have looked ia ſecret 
upon the image of goodneſs, which her fancy had 
drawn of him, and comfort would have mingled 
with her ſuffering ! 
Drying her tears, ſhe looked, once more, upon 
the landſcape, which had excited them, and per- 


ceived, that ſhe was paſling the very bank, where 


ſhe had taken leave of Valancourt, on the morning 
of her departure from 'Tholouſe, and ſhe now ſaw 
him, through her returning tears, ſuch as he had 
appeared, when ſhe looked from the carriage to 
give him a laſt adieu---ſaw him leaning mournfully 
againſt the high trees, and remembered the fixed 
look of mingled tenderneſs and anguiſh, with 
which he had then regarded her. This recollection 
was too much for her heart, and ſhe ſunk back in 
the carriage, nor once looked up, till it flopped at 
the gates of what was now her own manſion. 
Theſe being opened, and by the ſervant, to whoſe 
care the chateau had been entruſted, the carriage 
drove into the court, where, alighting, ſhe hattily 
paſſed through the great hall, now filent and fol:- 
tary, to a large oak parlour, the common fitting room 


of the late Madame Montoni, where, initead of be- 


ing received by M. Queſnel, ſhe found a letter from 
him, informing her, that buſineſs of conſequence 


had obliged him to leave Tholouſe two days before. 


Emily 
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Tmily was, upon the whole, not ſorry to be ſpared 
his preſence, fince his abrupt departure appeared to 
indicate the ſame indifference, with which he had for- 
merly regarded her. This letter informed her, alſo, 
of the progreſs he had made in the ſettlement of 
her affairs, and concluded with directions, concern- 
ing the forms of ſome buſineſs, which -remained 
for her to tranſact. But M. Queſnel's unkindneſs 
did not long occupy her thoughts, which returned 
to the remembrance of the perſons ſhe had been ac- 
cuſtomed to ſee in this manſion, and chiefly of the 
ill-guided and unfortunate Madame Montoni. In 
the room, where ſhe now ſat, ſhe had breakfaſted 
with her on the morning of their departure for 
Italy; and the view of it brought molt forcibly to 
her recollection all ſhe had herſelf ſuffered, at that 
time, and the many gay expectations, which her 
aunt had formed, reſpeCting the journey before her. 
While Emily's mind was thus engaged, her eyes 
wandered unconſciouſly to a large window, that 


looked upon the garden, and here new memorials 


of the paſt ſpoke to her heart, for ſhe ſaw extend- 
ed before her the very avenue, in which ſhe had. 
parted with Valancourt, on the eve of her journey; 
and all the anxiety, the tender intereſt he had 


ſhewn, concerning her future happineſs, his earneſt; : 


remonſtrances againſt her committing herſelf to the 
power of Montoni, and the truth of his affection, 
came freſh to her memory. At this moment it ap- 
peared almoſt impoſſible, that Valancourt could have 
become unworthy of her regard, and ſhe doubted 
all that ſhe had lately heard to his diſadvantage,. 


and even his own words, which, had confirmed 


Count De Viilefort's report of him. Overcome by. 
the recollections, Which the view of this avenue. 
occahtioned, ſhe turned abruptly from the window, 
and ſunk into a chair beſide it, where the: fats 
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given up to grief, tilt the entrance of Annette, with 
coffee, aroufed her, 

© Dear madam, how melancholy this place looks 
now,” ſaid Annette, © to what it uſed to do! It is 
difmal coming home, when there is nobody to wel. 
come one 

This was not the moment, in which Emily 
could bear the remark ; her tears fell again, and, 
as ſoon as ſhe had taken the coffee, ſhe retired to 
her apartment, where ſhe endeavoured to repoſe 
her fatigued ſpirits. But buſy memory would till 
ſupply her with the viſions of former times: ſhe 
ſaw Valancourt intereſting and benevolent, as he 
had been wont to appear in the days of their early 
love, and, amidſt the ſcenes, where ſhe had be- 
lieved that they ſhould ſometimes paſs their years 
together !---but, at length, fleep cloſed theſe 
affticting ſcenes from her view. 

On the following morning, ferious occupation 
recovered her from ſuch melancholy reflections; 


for, being deſirous. of quitting Tholouſe, and of 


haſtening on to La Vallée, ſhe made ſome enqui- 
ries into the condition of the eſtate, and immedi- 
ately 'diſpatched a part of the neceflary buſineſs 
concerning it, according to the directions of Mon, 
Queſnel. It required a ſtrong effort to abſtract 
her thoughts from other intereſts ſufficiently to at- 
tend to this, but ſhe was rewarded for her exer- 
tions by again experiencing, that employment is 
the ſureſt antidote to ſorrow. 

This day was devoted entirely to bufineſs ; and, 
among other concerns, ſhe employed means to 


learn the ſituation of all her poor tenants, that 


ſhe might relieve their wants, or confirm their 
comforts. | 

In the evening, her ſpirits were ſo much 
ſtrengthened, that ſhe thought ſhe cauld bear to 


visit 
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viſit the gardens, where ſhe had ſo often walked 
with Valancourt; and, knowing, that, if ſhe de- 
layed to do ſo, their ſcenes would only affect her 
the more, whenever they ſhould be viewed, ſhe 
took advantage of the preſent ſtate of her mind, 
and entered them. 

Paſſing haſlily the gate leading from the court 
into the gardens, ſhe hurried up the great avenue, 
ſcarcely permitting her memory to dwell for a mo- 
ment on the circumſtance of her having here parted 
with Valancourt, and ſoon quitted this for other 
walks leſs intereſting to her heart. Theſe brought 
her, at length, to the flight of ſteps, that led from 
the lower garden to the terrace, on ſeeing which, 
ſhe became agitated, and heſitated whether to 
aſcend, but, her reſolution returning, ſhe pro- 
ceeded. 

© AhY ſaid Emily, as the aſcended, * theſe 
are the ſame high trees, that uſed to wave over the 
terrace, and theſe the ſame flowery thickets---the 
liburnum, the wild roſe, and the cerinthe---which 
were wont to grow beneath them! Ah! and there, 
too, on that bank, are the very plants, which Va- 
lancourt fo carefully reared !---O when laſt I faw 
them P---She checked the thought, but could not 
reſtrain her tears, and, after walking flowly on for 
a few moments, her agitation, upon the view of 
this well-known ſcene, increaſed fo much, that ſhe 
was obliged to ſtop, and lean upon the wall of the 
terrace. It was a mild, and beautiful evening. 
The ſun was ſetting over the extenſive landſcape, 
to which his beams, ſloping from beneath a dark 
cloud, that overhung the weſt, gave rich and par- 
tial colouring, and touched the tufted fummits of 
the groves, that roſe ſrom the garden below, with 
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a yellow gleam. Emily and Valancourt had oſten 
admired together this ſcene, at the ſame hour, 
and it was exactly on this ſpot, that, on the night 
preceding her departure for Italy, the had liſtened 
to his remonſtrances againſt the journey, and to the 
pleadings of paſſionate affection. Some obſeryz. 
tions, which ſhe made on the landſcape, brought 
this to her remembrance, and with it all the mi. 
nute particulars of that converſation - the alarm- 
ing doubts he had expreſſed concerning Montoni, 
doubts, which had ſince been fatally confirmed; 
the reaſons-and entreaties he had employed to pre- 
vail with her to conſent to an immediate marriage; 
the tenderneſs of his love, the paroxyiſms of his 
grief, and the conviction he had repeatedly ex. 
preſſed, that they ſhould never meet again in hap- 
pineſs! All theſe circumſtances roſe afreſh to her 
mind, and awakened the various emotions ſhe had 
then ſuffered. Her tenderneſs for Valancourt be- 
came as powerful as in the moments, when ſhe 
thought, that ſhe was parting with him and hap- 
pineſs together, and when the ſtrength of her 
mind had enabled her to triumph over preſent ſuf- 
fering, rather than to deſerve the reproach of her 
conſcience by engaging in aclandeſtine marriage. 
Alas l' ſaid Emily, as theſe recollections came 
to her mind, © and what have I gained by the for- 
titude I then practiſed ?---am I happy now ?---He 
Jaid, we ſhould meet no more in happineſs; but 
O! he little thought his own miſconduct would 
ſeparate us, and lead to the very evil he then 
dreaded ! 

Her reflections increaſed her anguiſh, while ſhe 
was compelled. to acknowledge, that the fortitude 
ſhe had formerly exerted, if it had not * 
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her to happineſs, had ſaved her from irretrievable 
mis fortune from Valancourt himſelf ! But in theſe 
moments ſhe could not congratulate herſelf on the 
prudence, that had ſaved her; ſhe could only la- 
ment, with bittereſt, anguiſh, the circumſtances, 
which had conſpired to betray Valancourt into a 
courſe of life ſo different from that, which the 
virtues, the taſte, and the purſuits of his 'early 
years had promiſed; but ſhe ſtill loved him too 
well to believe, that his heart was even now de- 
praved, though his conduct had been criminal. 
An obſervation, which had fallen from M. St. 
Aubert more than once, now. occurred to her. 
This young man, ſaid he, ſpeaking of Valan- 
court, has never been at Paris; a remark, that 
had ſurpriſed her at that time it was uttered, but 
which ſhe now underſtood, and ſhe exclaimed ſor- 
rowfully, O Valancourt! if ſuch a friend as 
my father had been with you at Paris---your noble, 
ingenuous nature would not have fallen 

The ſun was now ſet, and, recalling her thoughts 
from their melancholy ſubject, ſhe continued her 
walk; for the penſive ſhade of twilight was pleas: 
ling/to her, and the nightingales from the ſurround- 
ing groves began to anſwer each other in the long- 
drawn, plaintive note, which always touched her 


heart; While all the fragrance ot the flowery 


thickets, that bounded the terrace, was awakened 
by the cool evening air, which floated fo lightly 
among their leaves, that they ſcarcely. trembled as 
it paſſed. 
Emily came, at length, to the ſteps of the pa- 
vilion, that terminated the terrace, and where her 
laſt interview with Valancourt, before her depar- 
ture from 'Tholouſe, had ſo unexpectedly taken 
place. The door was now ſhut, and-ſhe trembled, 
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While ſhe heſitated whether to open it; but her 
-wiſh to ſee again a place, which had been the chief 
ſcene of her former happineſs, at length over. 
coming her reluctance to encounter the painful 
regret it would renew, ſhe entered. The room 
Was obſcured by a melancholy ſhade ; but through 
the open lattices, darkened by the hanging foliage 
of the vines, appeared the duſky landſcape, the 
Garonne refleCting the evening light, and the weſt 
ſtill glowing. A chair was placed near one of the 
balconies, as if ſome perſon had been fitting there, 
but the other furniture of the pavilion remained 
exactly as uſual, and Emily thought it looked as if 
it had not once been moved ſince ſhe ſet out for 
Italy. The filent and deſerted air of the place 
added 8 to her emotions, for ſhe heard 
only the low whiſper of the breeze, as it ſhook the 
leaves of the vines, and the very faint murmurs of 
the Garonne. 

She ſeated herſelf in a chair, near the lattice, 
and yielded to the ſadneſs of her heart, while ſhe 
recollected the circumſtances of her parting inter- 
view with Valancourt, on this ſpot. It was here 
too, that ſhe had paſſed ſome.of the happieſt hours 
of her life with him, when her aunt favoured the 
connection, for 55 had often ſat and worked, 
while he converted, or read; and ſhe now well 
remembered with what diſcriminating judgment, 
with what tempered energy, he uſed to repeat 
ſome of the ſublimeſt paſſages of their favourite 
authors; how often he would pauſe to admire 
with her their excellence, and with what tender 
delight he would liſten to her remarks, and cor- 
rect her taſte. : 

© And is it poſſible,” ſaid Emily, as theſe recol- 
lections returned--=* is it poſlible, that a mind, fo 
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fuſceptible of whatever is grand and beautiful; 
could ſtoop to low purſuits, and be ſubdued by fri- 
yolous temptations ?? | 

She remembered how often ſhe had ſeen the ſud- 
den tear ſtart in his eye, and had heard his voice- 
tremble with emotion, while he related any great 
or benevolent aCtion, or repeated a ſentiment of 
the ſame character. And ſuch a mind,” ſaid ſhe, 
ſuch a heart, were to be ſacrificed to the habits 
of a great city !? 

Theſe recollections becoming too painful to be 
endured, ſhe abruptly left the pavilion, and, 
anxious to eſcape from the memorials of her de- 
parted happineſs, returned towards the chateau. 
As ſhe paſſed along the terrace, ſhe perceived a 
perſon, walking, with a flow ſtep, and a dejected 
air, under the trees, at ſome diſtance. 'The twi- 
light, which was now deep, would not allow her 
to diſtinguiſh who it was, and ſhe imagined it to 
be one of the ſervants, till, the ſound of her ſteps 
ſeeming to reach him, he turned half round, and 
the thought ſhe ſaw Vatancourt |! 

Whoever it was, he inſtantly ſtruck among the 
thickets on the left, and diſappeared, while Emily, 
her eyes fixed on the place, whence he had va- 
niſhed, and her frame trembling ſo exceſſively, 
that ſhe could ſcarcely ſupport herſelf, remained, 
for ſome moments, unable to quit the ſpot, and 
ſcarcely conſcious of exiſtence. With her recol- 
lection, her ſtrength returned, and ſhe hurried 
toward the houſe, where ſhe did not venture to en- 
quire who had been in the gardens, leſt ſhe ſhould _ 
betray her emotion; and ſhe ſat down. alone, en- 
deavouring to recollect the figure, air and features 
of the perſon ſhe had juſt ſeen. Her view of 
him, however, had been ſo- tranſient, and the 
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gloom had rendered it ſo imperfect, that ſhe could 
remember nothing with exactneſs; yet the general 
appearance of his figure, and his abrupt departure, 
made her ſtill believe, that this perſon was Valan- 
court. Sometimes, indeed, ſhe thought, that her 
fancy, which had been occupied by the idea of 
him, had ſuggeſted his image to her uncertain 
ſight: but this conjecture was fleeting. If it was 
himſelf, whom ſhe had ſeen, ſhe wondered much, 


that he ſhould be at 'Tholouſe, and more, how 


he had gained admittance into the garden; but ay 
often as her impatience prompted her to enquire 
whether any ſtranger had been admitted, ſhe was 
reſtrained by an unwillingneſs to betray her doubts, 
and the evening was paſled in anxious conjecture, 
and in efforts to diſmiſs the ſubject from her 


thoughts. But, theſe endeavours were ineffectuah, 


and a thouſand inconſiſtent emotions aflailed her, 
whenever the fancied that Valancourt might be 
near her; now, ſhe dreaded it to be true, and 
now the fearcd it to be falſe; and, while the con- 
ſtantly tried to perſuade herſelf, that ſhe wiſhed the 
perſon, whom ſhe had ſeen, might not be Valan- 
court, her heart as conſtantly contradicted her 
reaſon, | 

The following day was occupied by the viſits of 
ſeveral neighbouring families, formerly intimate 
with Madame Montoni, who came to condole 
with Emily on her death, to congratulate her upon 
the acquiſition of theſe eſtates, and to enquire about 
Montoni, and concerning the ſtrange reports they 
had heard of her own fituation; all which was 


done with the utmoſt decorum, and the viſitors 


departed with as much compoſure as they had ar- 
rived, 
Emily was wearied by theſe formalities, and dit- 
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who. had thought her ſcarcely worthy of common 
attention,, while ſhe was. believed to be a dependant 
on Madame Montoni. 

© Surely,” ſaid the, © there is ſome magic in 
wealth, which can thus. make perſons pay their 
court to it, when it does not even benefit themſelves. 
How ſtrange it 1s, that a fool or a knave, with 
riches, ſhould be treated with more reſpect by the 
world, than a good man, or a wiſe man in poverty, 

It was evening, before ſhe was left alone, and ſhe 
then wiſhed to have refreſhed her ſpirits in the free 
air of her garden; but ſhe feared to go thither, leſt 
ſhe ſhould meet again the perſon, whom ſhe had 
ſcen on the preceding night, and he ſhould prove to 
be Valancourt. 'The ſuſpenſe and anxiety ſhe 
ſufered, on this ſubject, ſhe found all her efforts 
unable to controul, and her ſecret wiſh to ſee Va- 


lancourt once more, though unſeen by him, pow- 


erfully prompted her to go, but prudence and a de- 
licate pride reſtrained her, and ſhe determined to 
avoid the poſſibility of throwing herſelf in his way, 
by forbearing to viſit the gardens for ſeveral days. 
When, after near a week, ſhe again ventured thi- 
ther, ſhe made Annette her companion, and confin- 
ed her walk to the lower grounds, but often ſtarted 
as the leaves ruſtled in the breeze, imagining, that 
ſome perſon was among the thickets ; and, at the 
turn of every alley, ſhe looked forward with appre- 
henſive expectation. She purſued her walk thought- 
fully and Glently, for her agitation would not ſuffer 
her to converſe with Annette, to whom, however, 
thought and ſilence were ſo intolerable, that ſhe did 
not icruple at length to talk to her miſtreſs, 
Dear madam,” faid ſhe, © why do you, ſtart 
8 one would think you knew what has happens 


What 


© What has happened ? ſaid Emily in a falter. 
ing voice, and trying to command her emotion, 
© The. night before laſt, you know, ma- 
dam” —— 
I know nothing, Annette, replied her lady in 
a more hurried voice. 
The night before laſt, madam, there was a rob. 
ber in the garden.” 
© A robber? ſaid Emily, in an eager, yet doubt. 
ing tone. 
© I ſuppoſe he was a robber, madam. What elſe 
could he be? 
© Where did you fee him, Annette?“ rejoined 
Emily, looking round her, and turning back towards 
the chateau. 
© It was not I that ſaw him, madam, it was Jean 
the gardener. It was twelve o'clock at night, and, 
as he was coming acroſs the court to go the back 
way into the houſe, what ſhould he ſee—but ſome- 
body walking in the avenue, that fronts the garden 
gate ! So, with that, Jean gueſſed how it was, and 
he went into the houſe for his gun.” 
His gun!“ exclaimed Emily. 
© Yes, madam, his gun; and then he came out 
into the court to watch him. Preſently, he ſees 
him come flowly down the avenue, and lean over 
"the garden gate, and look up at the houſe for a long 
time; and 1 warrant he examined it well, and ſet- 
tled what window he ſhould break in at.” 
But the gun, ſaid Emily the gun! 
© Yes, madam, all in good time. Preſently, Jean 
ſays, the robber opened the gate, and was coming 


into the court, and then he thought proper to alk 


him his buſineſs; fo he called out again, and bade 
him ſay who he was, and what he wanted. But 
the man would do neither ; but turned upon #1 
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heel, and paſſed into the gardain again. Jean 
knew then well enough how it was, and ſo he fired 
after him.” 

«© Fired l' exclaimed Emily. 

© Yes, madam, fired off his gun! but, Holy Vir- 


gin! what makes you look ſo pale, madam ! The 


man was not killed, —I dare ſay ; but if he was, 
his comrades carried him off: for, when Jean went 


in the morning, to look for the body, it was gone, 
and nothing to be ſeen but a track of blood on the 


ground. Jean followed it, that he might find out 
where the man got into the garden, but it was loſt 
in the graſs, and 

Annette was interrupted : for Emily's ſpirits 
died away, and ſhe would have fallen to the ground, 
if the girl had not caught her, and ſupported her to 
a bench, cloſe to them. 


When, after a long abſence, her ſenſes returned, 
Emily defired to be led to her apartment; and, 


though ſhe trembled with-anxiety- to enquire fur- 


ther on the ſubject of her alarm, the found herſelf 


too ill at preſent, to dare the intelligence which it 
was poſhble ſhe might receive of Valancourt. 


Having diſmiſſed Annette, that ſhe might weep and 


think at liberty, ſhe endeavoured to recollect the 


exact air of the perſon, whom ſhe had ſeen on the 


terrace, and till her fancy gave her the figure of 


Valancourt. She had, indeed, ſcarcely a doubt, 


that it was he whom ſhe had ſeen, and at whom 


the gardener had fired: for the manner of the latter 


perſon; as deſcribed by Annette, was not that of a 


robber; nor did it appear probable, that a robber- 
would come alone, to break into a houſe ſo ſpacious 


as this. 


When Emily thought herſelf ſufhciently recover- 
ed to liſten to what Jean might have to relate, ſhe; 
ſent for him; but he could inform her of no eir- 
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cumſtance, that might lead to a knowledge of the 
perſon, who had been ſhot, or of the conſequence 
of the wound; and after ſeverely reprimanding 
bim, ſor having fired with bullets, and ordering 
diligent enquiry to be made in the neighbourhood 


for the difcorery of the wounded perſon, ſhe diſ- 


miſſed him, and herſelf remained in the ſame ſtate 
of terrible ſuſpenſe. All the tenderneſs ſhe had 
ever felt for Valancourt, was recalled by the ſenſe 
of his danger; and the more ſhe conſidered the ſub- 
Je, the more her conviction ſtrengthened, that it 
was he, who had vifited the gardens, for the pur- 
poſe of ſoothing the miſery of diſappointed affec- 
tion, amidſt the fcenes of his former happineſs. 

© Dear madam, ſaid Annette, when ſhe return- 
ed, I never ſaw you ſo affected before ! I dare 
ſay the man 1s not killed.” 

Emily ſhuddered, and lamented bitterly the raſh- 
neſs of the gardener in having fired. 

© I knew you would be angry enough about that, 
madam, or I ſhould have told you before ; and he 
knew ſo too; for ſays he, Annette, ſay nothing 
about this to my lady. She lies on the other fide 
of the houſe, ſo did not hear the gun, perhaps: but 
ſhe would be angry with me, if ſhe knew, ſeeing 
there is blood. But then, ſays he, how is one to 
keep the garden clear, if one is afrhid to fire at a 
robber, when one ſees him ? A 

© No more of this,“ ſaid Emily, pray leave 
me.” : | 

Annette obeyed, and Emily returned to the ago- 
nizing conſiderations, that had aſſailed her before, 
but which the, at length, endeavoured to ſooth by 
a new remark. If the ſtranger was Valancourt, 
it Was certain he had come alone, and it appeared, 


_ therefore, that he had been able to quit the gardens, : 
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without aſſiſtance; a circumſtance which did not 


ſeem probable, had his wound been dangerous. 


With this conſideration, ſhe endeavoured to ſup- 
rt herſelf during the enquiries, that were making 
y her ſervants in tire neighbourhood ; but day after 
day came, and ſtill cloſed in uncertainty, concern- 
ing this affair: and Emily, ſuffering in ſilence, at 
length, drooped, and ſunk under the preſſure of 
her anxiety. She was attacked by a ſlow fever, and 
when ſhe yielded to the perſuaſion of Annette to 
ſend for medical advice, the phyſicians preſcribed 
little beſide air, gentle exerciſe and amuſement; but 
how was this laſt to be obtained ? She, however, 
endeavoured to abſtract her thoughts from the ſubs 
ject of her anxiety, by employing them in promot- 
ing that happineſs in others, which ſhe had loſt her- 
ſelf; and, when the evening was fine, ſhe uſually 
took an airing, including in her ride the cottages of 
ſome of her tenants, on whoſe condition the made 
ſuch obſervations, as often enabled her, unaſked, to 
fulfil their wiſhes. 
Her indiſpoſition, and the buſineſs ſhe engaged 
in, relative to this eſtate, had already protracted her 
ſay at Tholouſe, beyond the period ſhe had formerly 
fixed for her departure to La Vallée; and now ſhe 
was unwilling to leave the only place, where it 
ſeemed poſhble, that certainty could be obtained on 


the ſubject of her diſtreſs. But the time was ome, + 
when her preſence was neceſſary at La Vallée, a 


letter from the Lady Blanche now informing: her, 


that the Count and herſelf, being then at the cha- 


teau of the Baron St. Foix, purpoſed to viſit her at 


La Vallée, on their way home, as ſoon as hey 
thould be informed of her arrival there. Blanche 


added, that they made this viſit, with the pe 


of inducing her to return with them to Chateaudlcs 
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Emily, having replied to the letter of her friend, 
and ſaid that ſhe ſhould be at La Vallée in a few 
days, made haſty preparations for the journey; and, 
in thus leaving Tholouſe, endeavoured to ſupport 
herſelf with a belief, that, if any fatal accident had 
happened to Valancourt, ſhe muſt in this interval 
have heard of it. 

On the evening before her departure, ſhe went 
to take leave of the terrace and the pavilion. The 
day had been ſultry, but alight ſhower, that fell juſt 
before the ſun-ſet, had cooled the air, and given 
that ſoft verdure to the woods and paſtures, which 
is ſo refreſhing to the eye; while the rain-drops, 
{till trembling on the ſhrubs, glittered in the laſt 
yellow gleam, that lighted up the ſcene, and the air 
was filled with fragrance, exhaled by the late ſhower, 
from herbs and flowers and from the earth itſelf, 
Bat the lovely proſpect, which Emily beheld from 
the terrace, was no longer viewed by her with de- 
light; ſhe ſighed deeply as her eye wandered over 
it, and her ſpirits were in a ſtate of ſuch dejection, 
that ſhe could not think of her approaching return 
to La Vallée, without tears, and ſeemed to mourn 
again the death of her father, as if it had been an 
event of yeſterday. Having reached the pavilion, 
ſhe ſeated: herſelf at the open lattice, and while her 
eyes ſettled on the diſtant mountains, that oyerlook- 
ed Gaſcony, {till gleaming on the horizon, though 
the ſun had now left the plains below, Alas!“ ſaid 
ſhe, I return to your long-loſt ſcenes, but ſhall meet 
no more the parents, that were wont to render them 
delightful !--no more ſhall ſee the ſmile of welcome, 
or hear the well-known voice of fondneſs :—all 
willnow be cold and ſilent in what was once my 
bappy home.” 
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Tears ſtole down her cheek, as the remembrance 
of what that home had been, returned to her ; but, 
after indulging her ſorrows for ſome time, ſhe 
checked it, accuſing herſelf of ingratitude in for- 
getting friends, that ſhe poſſeſſed, while ſhe lament- 
ed thoſe that were departed; and ſhe, at length, 
left the pavilion and the terrace, without having 
obſerved a ſhadow of Valancourt or of any other 
perſon, 


CHAP 3:1 
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CHAP. XVII. 


« Ah happy hills! ah pleaſing ſhade ! 

Ah fields belov'd in vain! 

Where once my careleſs childhood ſtray'd, 
A ſtranger yet to pain 

I feel the gales, that from ye blow, 

A momentary bliſs beſtow, 

As waving freſh their gladſome wing, 

My weary ſoul they ſeem to tooth.” 


GrayY. 


O N the following morning Emily left Tholouſe 
at an early hour, and reached La Vallée about ſun- 
ſet. With the melancholy ſhe experienced on the 
review of a place which had been the reſidence of 
her parents, and the. ſcene of her earlieſt delight, 
was mingled, after the firſt ſhock had ſubſided, a 
tender and undeſcribable pleaſure. For time had 
ſo far blunted the acuteneſs of her grief, that ſhe 
now courted every ſcene, that awakened the me- 
mory of her friends; in every room, where ſhe 
had been accuſtomed to fee them, they almoſt 
ſeemed to live again; and ſhe felt that La Vallée 
was ſtill her happieſt home. One of the firſt apart- 


ments ſhe viſited, was that, which had been her 


father's library, and here ſhe ſeated herſelf in his 
arm-chair, and, while ſhe contemplated, with tem- 


pered rebguation, the picture of paſt times, which 


her 
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her memory gave, the tears ſhe ſhed could ſcarcely 
be called thoſe of grief. 

Soon after her arrival, ſhe was ſurpriſed by a 
viſit from the venerable M. Barreaux, who came im- 
patiently to welcome the daughter of his late 
reſpected neighbour, to her long deſerted home. 
Emily was comforted by the preſence of an old 
friend, and they paſſed an intereſting hour in con- 
verſing of former times, and in relating ſome of the 
circumſtances, that had occurred to each, ſince they 

arted. 

F The evening was ſo far advanced, when M. Bar- 
reaux left Emily, that ſhe could not viſit the gar- 
den that night; but, on the following morning, 
ſhe traced its long-regretted ſcenes with fond im- 
patience ; and, as ſhe walked beneath the 2 
which her father had planted, and where ſhe had 
ſo often fauntered in affectionate converſation with 
him, his countenance, his fmile, even the accents of 
his voice, returned with exactneſs to her fan- 
cy, and her heart melted to the tender recol- 
lections. 

Fhis too, was his favourite ſeaſon of the year, at 
which they had often together admired the rich 
and variegated tints of theſe woods, and the magical 
effect of autumnal lights upon the mountains; and 
now, the view of theſe circumſtances made memo 
eloquent. As ſhe wandered penſively on, ſhe fan- 
cied the following addreſs 


TO AUTUMN. 


Sweets Autumn ! how thy melancholy grace 
Steals on my heart, as through theſe ſhades I wind! + , 
Sooth'd by thy breathing ſigh, I fondly trace 4 
Each lonely image of the penſive miad 
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Lov'd ſcenes, lov'd friend long loſt ! around me riſe, 
And wake the melting thought, the tender tear ! 

That tear, that thought, which more than mirth I prize 
Sweet as the gradual tint, that paints thy year ! 

Thy farewel ſmile, with fond regret,. I view, 

Thy beaming lights, ſoft gliding o'er the woods; 

Thy diftant landſcape, touch'd with yellow hue 

While falls the lengthen'd gleam; thy winding floods, 
Now veil'd in ſhade, ſave where the ſkiff 's white fails 
Swell to the breeze, and catch thy ſtreaming ray. 

But now, e'en now !—the partial viſion fails, 

And the wave ſmiles, as ſweeps the cloud away ! 
Emblem of life Thus checquer'd is its plan, 

Thus joy ſucceeds to grief thus ſmiles the varied man 


One of Emily's earlieſt enquiries, after her arrival 
at La Vallee, was concerning "Thereſa, her father's 
old ſervant, whom it may be remembered that M. 
Queſnel had turned from the houſe when it was let, 
without any proviſion. Underſtanding that ſhe 
lived in a cottage at no great diſtance, Emily walk- 
ed thither, and, on approaching, was pleaſed to 
ſee, that her habitation was pleaſantly ſituated on a 
green ſlope, ſheltered by a tuft of oaks, and had 
an appearance of comfort and extreme neatneſs. 
She found the old. woman. within, picking vine- 
ſtalks, who, on perceiving her young miſtreſs, was 
nearly overcome with joy, 

* Ah? my dear young lady! faid ſhe, © 
thought I ſhould never ſee you again in this world, 
when I heard you was gone to that outlandiſh coun- 
try. I have been hardly uſed, fince you went; 1 
little thought they would have turned me out of my 
old maſter's family in my old age! 

Emily lamented the circumſtance, and then al- 
{ſured her, that ſhe would make her latter days 
comfortable, and expreſſed ſatisfaction, on ſeeing 
her in ſo pleaſant an habitation. 


1 


> 


Thereſa 
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Thereſa thanked her with tears, adding, Yes, 
mademoiſelle, it is a very comfortable home, thanks 
to the kind friend, who took me out of my diſtreſs, 
when you was too far off to help me, ind placed me 
here! J little thought but no more of that— 

© And who was this kind friend?” ſaid Emily: 
© whoever it was, I ſhall conſider him as mine 
alſo.” 
© Ah mademoiſelle! that friend forbad' me to 
blazon the good deed—I muſt not ſay, who it was. 
But how you are altered fince I ſaw yow laſt ! You 


look ſo pale now, and ſo thin, too; but then, there 


is my old maſter's ſmile ! Yes, that will never leave 
you, any more than the goodneſs, that uſed to make 
him ſmile. Alas-a-day ! the poor loft a friend in- 
deed, when he died! 

Emily was affected by his mention of her father, 
which Thereſa obſerving, changed the ſubject. * I 


heard, mademoiſelle, ſaid ſhe, that Madame 


Cheron married a foreign gentleman, after all, and 
took you abroad; how does ſhe do? | 

Emily now mentioned her death. Alas? ſaid 
Thereſa, * if ſhe had not been my maſter's ſiſter, 
I ſhould never have loved her; ſhe was always ſo 
croſs. But how does that dear young gentleman 
do, M. Valancourt ? he was an handſome youth, 
and a good one; is he well, mademoiſelle ?? 

Emily was much agitated. | 

A bleſſing on him l' continued Thereſa. © Ah, 


my dear young lady, you need not look ſo ſhy; 
I know all about it. Do you think I do not know, 


that he loves 0 Why, when you was away, 
mademoiſelle, he uſed to come to the chateau, and 
walk about it, ſo diſconſolate ! He would go into 


every room in the lower part of the houſe, and, 
ſometimes, he would fit himſelf down in a chair, 
with his arms acroſs, and his eyes on the floay,” 


and 
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end there be would fit, and think, and think, for 
the hour together. He uſed to be very fond of 
the ſouth parlour, becauſe I told him it uſed to be 
yours; and there he would ſtay, looking at the pic. 
tures, which I ſaid you drew, and playing upon your 
Jute, that hung up by the window, and reading in 
your books, till ſun-ſet, and then he muſt go back 
to his brother's chateau. And then a 

It is enough, "Thereſa, ſaid Emily.—* How 


Song bave you lived in this cottage—and how can [ 


e you? will you remain here, or return and live 
with me?“ | 
e LNay, mademoiſelle! faid Thereſa, * do not 
be ſo ſhy to your poor old ſervant. I am ſure it is 
no diſgrace to like ſuch a good young gentle- 
man.“ 

A deep ſigh eſcaped from Emily. 

Ah] how he did love to talk of you! I loved 
him for that. Nay, for that matter, he liked to 
hear me talk, for he did not ſay much himſelf. 
But I ſoon found out what he came to the chateau 
about. Then, he would go into the garden, and 
down to the terrace, and fit under that great tree 
there, for the day together, with one of your books 
in his hand; but he did not read much, I fancy; 
for one day I happened to go that way, and I heard 
ſome-body talking. Who can be here? ſays I: 1 
am ſure I let nobody into the garden, but the Che- 
valier ! So I walked ſoftly, to ſee who it could be; 
and behold | it was the Chevalier himſelf, talking to 
himſelf about you. And be repeated your name, 
and ſighed ſo! and ſaid he had loſt you for ever, 
for that you would never return for him. I thought 
he was out in his reckoning there, but I ſaid no- 

thing and ſtole away. 

No more of this trifling, faid Emily, awaken- 
ing from her reverie: it diſpleaſes me.” 


— 
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© But when M. Queſnel let the chateau, 1 
thought it would have broke the Chevalier's 


art. 

© Thereſa,” ſaid Emily ſeriouſly, you muſt 
name the Chevalier no more 

© Not name him, mademoiſelle cried Thereſa: 


© what times are come up now? Why, I love the 
Chefalier next to my old maſter and you, made- - 


moiſelle.“ 


Perh ot well beſtowed, the 
erhaps your love was not well beſtowed, ; „ 


replied Emily, trying to conceal her tears; 
however that might be, we ſhall meet no more 

© Meet no more l not well beſtowed l exclaimed 
Thereſa. What do I hear? No, mademoiſelle, 
my love was well beſtowed, for it was the Cheva- 
lier Valancourt, who gave me this cottage, and 
has ſupported me in my old age, ever fince M. 
Queſnel turned me from my maſter's houſe.” 

The Chevalier Valancourt !” fard Emily, trem- 
bling extremely. 

© Yes, mademoiſelle, he himſelf, though he made 
me promiſe not to tell; but how could one help, 
when one heard him ill ſpoken of? Ah! dear young, 
lady, you may well weep, if you have behaved un- 
kindly to him, for a more tender heart than his 
rever young gentleman had. He found me out in 
my diſtreſs, when you was too far off to help me; 
and M. Queſnel refuſed to do ſo, and bade me go 
to ſervice again—Alas! I was too old for that 
The Chevalier found me, and bought me this cots» 
tage, and gave me money to furniſh it, and bade 
me ſeek out another poor woman to live with me; 
and he ordered his brother's fteward to pay me, 
every quarter, that which has ſupported me in com- 
fort. Think then, mademoiſelle, whether I have 
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there are others, who could have afforded it better 
than he: and I am afraid he has hurt himfelf by 
his generoſity, for quarter day is gone by long ſince, 
and no money for me] But do not weep ſo, made. 


moiſelle: you are not ſorry ſurely to hear of the 
poor Chevalier's goodneſs.” 


© Sorry ſaid Emily, and wept the more. But 


how long is it ſince you have ſeen him? 
© Not this many a day, mademoiſelle.' 
When did you hear of him?” enquired Emily, 
with increaſed emotion. 
© Alas! never ſince he went away ſo ſuddenly 
into Languedoc; and he was but juſt come from 
Paris then, or I ſhould have ſeen him, I am ſure. 
Quarter day is gone by long ſince, and, as I ſaid, 
no money for me; and I begin to fear ſome harm 
has happened to him: and if I was not ſo far from 
Eſtuvierre, and ſo lame, I ſhould have gone to en- 


quire before this time; and I have nobody to ſend 
ſo far. . 


Emily's anxiety, as to the fate of Valancourt, 
was now ſcarcely endurable, and, ſince propriety 
would not ſuifer her to ſend to the chateau of his 
brother, ſhe requeſted that Thereſa would immedi- 
' ately hire ſome perſon to go to his ſteward from ber- 

ſelf, and, when he aſked for the quarterage due to 


her, to make enquiries concerning Valancourt. 
But ſhe firſt made Thereſa promiſe never to men- 


tion her name in this affair, or ever with that of 


the Chevalier Valancourt; and her former faith- 
fulneſs to M. St. Aubert induced Emily to confide 
in her aſſurances. Thereſa now joyfully- undertook 
to procure a perſon for this errand, and-then- Emily, 
after giving her a ſum of money to ſupply her with 


that 


preſent comforts, returned, with ſpirits. heavily 
oppreſſed, to her bome, lamenting, more than ever, 


13 


that an heart, 23 of ſo much benevolence as 
Valancourt's, ſhould have been contaminated by the 
vices of the world, but affected by the delicate af- 


fection, which his kindneſs to her old ſervant ex- 
preſſed for herſelf, 


CHAP. XVII. 


Vedi thickens, and the crow 

Makes wich to the rooky wood: 

Good things of day begin to droop, and drowze; 

While night's black agents to their prey do rouze.“ 
MACBETx, 


M EANWHILE Count de Villefort and Lady 
Blanche had paſſed a pleaſant fortnight at the cha- 
teau de St. Foix, with the Baron and Baroneſs, 
during which they made frequent excurſions among 
the mountains, and were delighted with the roman- 
tic wildneſs of the Pyrenean ſcenery, It was with 
regret, that the Count bade adieu to his old friends, 
although with the hope of being ſoon united with 
them in one family; for it was ſettled, that M. St. 
Foix, who now attended them into Gaſcony, ſhould 


£ receive the hand of the Lady Blanche, upon their 


arrival at Chateau-le-Blanc. As the road, from the 


Baron's reſidence to La Vallée, was over ſome of 


the wildeſt tract of the Pyrences, and where a car- 
_ riage-wheel had never paſſed, the Count hired mules 


for bigaſelf and his family, as well as a couple of 


ſtout guides, who were well armed, informed of _ 
v8; "Was 
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the paſſes of the mountains, and who boaſted, too, 
that they were acquainted with every brake and 
dingle in the way, could tell the names of all the 
higheſt points of this chain of Alps, knew every 
foreſt, that ſpread along their narrow vallies, the 
ſhalloweſt part of every torrent they muſt croſs, and 
the exact diſtance of every goat-herd's and hunter's 
cabin they ſhould have occaſion to paſs, - Which laſt 
article of learning required no very capacious me- 
mory, for even ſuch ſimple inhabitants were but 
thinly ſcattered over theſe wilds. 

The Count left the chateau de St. Foix, early 
in the morning, with an intention of paſſing the 
night at a little inn upon the mountains, About half 
way to La Vallée, of which his guides had inform- 
ed him; and, though this was frequented chiefly by 
Spaniſh muleteers, on their route into France, and, 
4 courſe, would afford only ſorry aceommodation, 
the Count had no alternative, for it was the only 
place like an inn, on the road. | 

After a day of admiration and fatigue, the tra- 
vellers found themſelves, about ſun- ſet, in a Woody 
valley, overlooked, on every ſide, by abrupt heights. 
They had proceeded for many leagues, without ſee- 
ing a human habitation, and had only heard, now 


and then, at a diſtance, the melancholy tinkling of 


a ſneep- bell; but now they caught the notes of mer- 
ry muſic, and prefently ſaw, within a little green 
receſs among the rocks, a group of mountaineers, 
tripping through a dance. The Count, who could 
not look upon the happineſs, any more than on the 


miſery of others, with indifference, halted to enjoy 


this ſcene of ſimple pleaſure. The group before him 
conſiſted of French and Spaniſh peaſants, the inha- 
bitants of a neighbouring hamlet, ſome of whom 


were performing a ſprightly dance, the womeA with - 


caltanets in their hands, to the ſounds of a lute agd- 
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a tamborine, till, from the briſk melody of France, 
the muſic ſoftened into a low movement, to which 


two female peaſants danced a Spaniſh Pavan. 


The Count, comparing this with the ſcenes of 
ſuch gaiety as he had witneſſed at Paris, where falſe 
taſte painted the features, and, while it vainly tried 
to ſupply the glow of nature, concealed the charms 
of animation here affectation ſo often diſtorted the 
air, and vice perverted the manners ſighed to think 
that natural graces and innocent pleaſures flouriſhed 
in the wilds of ſolitude, while they drooped amidſt 


the concourſe of poliſhed ſociety. But the length- 


ening ſhadows reminded the travellers, that they 
had no time to loſe; and leaving this joyous group, 
they purſued their way towardsthe little inn, which ' 
was to ſhelter them from the night. 

The rays of the ſetting ſun now threw a yellow 
gleam upon the foreſts of pine and cheſnut, that 
{wept down the lower regions of the mountains, 
and gave reſplendent tints to the ſnowy points above. 
But ſoon, even this light faded faſt, and the ſcenery 
aſſumed a more tremendous appearance, invelt- 
ed with the obſcurity of twilight. Where the 
torrent had been ſeen, it was now“ only heard; 


wild cliffs had diſplayed every variety of form 


and attitude, a dark maſs of mountains now 


alone appeared; and the vale, which far, far below 


had opened its dreadful chaſm, the eye could no lon- 
ger fathom. A melancholy gleam ftill hngered on 
the ſummits of the higheſt. Alps, — the 
deep repoſe of evening, and ſeeming to make the 


ſtillneſs of the hour more awful. 


Blanche viewed the ſcene in ſilence, and liſtened 
with enthuſiaſm to the murmur of the pines, that 
extended in dark lines along the mountains, and to 


the faint voice of the izard, among th rocks, that 


came 


. 
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The Count repeated the fir 
who returned a doubtful anſwer, addin 


there was no danger, went on. Blanche, 


tame at intervals on the air. But her enthuſiaſm 
ſunk into apprehenfion, when, as the ſhadows deep- 
ened, ſhe looked 'upon the doubtful precipice, that 
bordered the road, as well as on the various fantaſ- 
tic forms of danger, that glimmered through the 
obſcurity beyond it; and ſhe aſked her father, how 
far they were from the inn, and whether he did not 
conſider the road to be dangerous at this late hour. 

ſ queſtion to the guides, 
g, that, 
when it was darker, it would be ſafeſt to reſt, till the 
moon roſe. It is ſcarcely ſafe to proceed now,” 
laid the Count; but the guides, aſſuring him that 


revived 


by this aſſurance, again indulged a penſive pleaſure, 
a; ſhe watched the progreſs of twilight gradually 
ſpreading its tints over the woods and mountains, 
and ſtealing from the eye every minuter feature of 


the ſcene, till the grand outlines of nature alone re- 
mained. Then fell the ſilent dews, and every wild 
flower, and aromatic plant, that bloomed among 


the cliffs, breathed forth its ſweetneſs; then, too, 


when the mountain-bee had crept into its-bloflomeg+_ * 
ded, and the hum of every little inſect, that had 
ſoated gaily in the ſun-beam, was huſhed, the ſound _ 

of many ſtreams, not heard till now, murmured at 

a diſtance. The bats alone, of all the animals inha- 
biting this region, ſeemed awake; and, while they 
llitted acroſs the filent path, which Blanche was 


purſuing, ſhe remembered the followin 
which Emily had- given her. 


TO THE BAT. 


g lines, 


From haunt of man, from day's obtruſive glare, 


Thou ſhroud'ſt thee in the ruin's ivy'd tow'r, 
Or in ſome ſhadowy glen's romantic bow'r, 
Where wizard forms their myſtic charms prepare, 
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Where Horror lurks, and ever-boding Care ! 
But, at the ſweet and filent ev'ning hour, 
When clos'd in fleep is ev'ry languid flow'r, 
Thou lov'ſt to ſport upon the twilight air, 
Mocking the eye, that would thy courſe purſue, 
In many a wanton-round, claſtic, gay, 
Thou flit'ſt athwart the penſive wand'rer's way, 
As his lone footſteps print the mountain-dew, 
From Indian iſles thou com'ſt, with Summer's car, 
Twilight thy love— thy guide her beaming ſtar! 


To a warm imagination, the dubious forms, that 
float, half veiled in darkneſs, afford a higher de. 
light, than the moſt diſtinct . ſcenery, that the ſun 
can ſhew. While the fancy thus wanders over 
landſcapes partly of its own creation, a ſweet com- 
placency ſteals upon the mind, and 


Refines it all to ſubtleſt feeling, 
Bids the tear of rapture roll. 


The diſtant note of a torrent, the weak trembling 
of the breeze among the woods, or the far off ſound 
of a human voice, now loſt and heard again, are 
circumſtances which wonderfully heighten the en- 
thuſiaſtic tone of the mid. The young St. Foix, 7 
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who ſaw the preſentations of a fervid fancy, and felt T 
whatever enthuſiaſm could ſuggeſt, ſometimes in- h 
terrupted the ſilence, which the reſt of the party tl 
. Þ. ſeemed by mutual conſent to preſerve, remarking y 
and pointing out to Blanche the moſt ſtriking effect n 
of the hour upon the ſcenery; while Blanche, W 
whoſe apprehenfions were beguiled by the conver{a- B 
tion of her lover, yielded to the taſte ſo congenid p. 


to his, and they converſed in a low reſtrained voice, N 
the effect of the penſive tranquillity, which twilight 
and the ſcene inſpired, rather than of any fear, that th 


they 


un 
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they ſhould be heard. But, while the heart was 
thus ſoothed to tenderneſs, St. Foix gradually 
mingled, with his admiration of the country, a 
mention of his affection; and he continued to ſpeak, 
and Blanche to liſten, till the mountains, the woods, 
and the magical illuſions of twilight were remem- 
bered no more. | 

The ſhadows of evening ſoon ſhifted to the gloom 
of night, which was ſomewhat anticipated by the 
vapours, that, gathering faſt round the mountains, 
rolled in dark wreaths along their ſides; and the 
guides propoſed to reſt, till the moon ſhould riſe, 
adding, that they thought a ſtorm was coming on. 
As they looked round for a ſpot, that might afford 
ſome kind of ſhelter, an object was perceived ob- 
ſcurely through the duſk, on a point of rock, a little 
way down the mountain, which they imagined to 
be a hunter's or a ſhepherd's cabin, and the party, 
with cautious ſteps, proceeded towards it. Their 
labour, however, was not rewarded, or their ap- 
prehenſions ſoothed; for, on reaching the objeck of 
their ſearch, they diſcovered a monumental crols, 
which marked the ſpot to have been polluted by, 
murder, 

The darkneſs would not permit them to read the 
inſcription ; but the guides knew this to be a croſs, 
raiſed to the memory of a Count de Beliard, who 
had been murdered here by a horde of banditti, 
that had infeſted this part of the Pyrznees, a few 
years before; and the uncommon ſize of the mo- 
nument ſeemed to juſtify the ſuppoſition, that it 
was erected for a perſon of ſome diſtinction. 
Blanche ſhuddered, as ſhe liſtened to ſome horrid 
particulars of the Count's fate, which one of the 
ey related in a low, reſtrained tone, as if the 
ound of his own voice frightened him; but, while 
they lingered at the croſs, attending to his narras 
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tive, a flaſh of lightning glanced upon the rocks, 
7 


thunder muttered at a diſtance, and the travellers, 
now alarmed, quitted this ſcene of ſolitary horror, 
in ſearch of ſhelter. 

Having regained their former track, the guides, 
as they paſſed on, endeavoured to intereſt the 
Count by various ſtories of robbery, and even 
murder, which had been perpetrated in the very 
places they muſt unavoidably paſs, with accounts 
of their own dauntleſs courage and wonderful 
elcapes. The chief guide, or rather he, who was 
molt completely armed, drawing forth one of the 
four piſtols, that were tucked into his belt, ſwore, 
that it had ſhot three robbers within the year. He 
then brandiſhed a claſp knife of enormous length, 
and was going to recount the wonderful execution 
it had done, when St. Foix, perceiving, that 
Blanche was terrified, interrupted him. 'The Count, 
meanwhile, ſecretly laughing at the terrible hiſto- 
ries and extravagant boaſtings of the man, reſolved 
to hufnour him, and, telling Blanche in a vhiſ- 
Pers his deſign, began to recount ſome exploits of 

is own, which infinitely exceeded any related by 
the guide. | | f 

To theſe ſurpriſing circumſtances he ſo artfully 
gave the colouripg of truth, that the courage of the 
guides was viſibly affected by them, who continued 
filent, long after the Count had ceaſed to ſpeak. 
The loquacity of the chief hero thus laid aſleep, 
the vigilance of his eyes and ears ſeemed more tho- 
roughly awakened, for he liſtened, with much ap- 
pearance of anxiety, to the deep thunder, which 
murmured at intervals, and often pauſed, as the 
breeze, that was now riſing, ruſhed among the 
+ pines. But, when he made a ſudden halt before a 
tuft of cork trees, that projected over the road, and 
drew forth a piſtol, before he would un to 
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dtave the banditti which might lurk behind it, the 
Count could no longer refrain from laughter. 
Having now, however, arrived at a level ſpot, 
ſomewhat ſheltered from the air, by overhanging 
cliffs and by a wood of larch, that Re | over a preci- 
ice on the left, and the guides being yet ignorant 
— far they were from the inn, the travellers de- 
termined to reſt, till the moon -ſhould riſe, or the 
ſtorm diſperſe. Blanche, recalled to a ſenſe of the 
preſent moment, looked on the ſurrounding gloom, 
with terror; but giving her hand to St. Foix, ſhe 
alighted, and the whole party entered a kind of 
cave, if ſuch it could be called, which was only a 
ſhallow cavity, formed by the curve of impending 
rocks. A light being ſtruck, a fire was kindled, 
whole blaze afforded ſome degree of cheerfulneſs 
and no ſmall comfort, for, though the day had been 
hot, the night air of this mountainous region was 
chilling; a fire was partly neceffary alſo to keep 
of the wolves, with which thoſe wildg-were in- 
eſted. : ag» OTC 
Proviſions being ſpread upon a projeQiettofithe 
rock, the Count and his family partook of a ſupper,” 
which, in a ſcene leſs rude, would, certainly have 
been thought leſs excellent. When the repaſt was 
finiſhed, St. Foix, impatient for the moon, ſaun- 
tered along the precipice, to a point, that fronted 
the eaſt ; but all was yet wrapt in gloom, and the 
filence of night was broken only by the murmuring. - 
of woods, that waved far below, or by diſtant thun- 
der, and, now and then, by the faint voices of the 
party he had quitted. He viewed, with emotions 
of awful ſublimity, the long volumes of ſulphure- 
ous clouds, that floated along the upper and middle 
regions of the air, and the lightnings that flaſhed 
from them, ſometimes ſilently, and, at others, fol- 
lowed by ſullen peals of thunder, which the mouns 
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tains feebly prolonged, while the whole horizon, 


and the abyſs, on which he ſtood, were diſcovered 


in the momentary light. Upon the ſucceeding 


darkneſs, the fire, which had been kindled in the 
cave, threw a partial gleam, illumining ſome points 
of the oppoſite rocks, and the ſummits of pine. 
woods, that hung beetling on the cliffs below, 
while their receſſes ſeemed to frown in deeper 
ſhade. 

St. Foix ſtopped to obſerve the picture, which 
the party in the cave preſented, where the elegant 
form of Blanche was finely contraſted by the ma- 
Jeſtic figure of the Count, who was ſeated by her 
on a rude ſtone, and each was rendered more im- 


preſſive by the groteſque habits and ſtrong features 
of the guides and other attendants, who were in 


the back ground of the piece. The effect of the 
light, too, was intereſting; on the ſurrounding 
figures it threw a ſtrong, though pale gleam, and 
glittered on their bright arms; while upon the fo- 
hage of a gigantic larch, that impended its ſhade 


over the cliff above, appeared a red, duſky, tint, 


deepening almoſt imperceptibly into the blackneſs 
of night. 

While St. Foix contemplated the ſcene, the moon, 
broad and yellow, roſe over the eaſtern ſummits, 
from among embattled clouds, and ſhewed dimly 
the grandeur of the heavens, the maſs of vapours, 
that rolled half way down the precipice beneath, 
and the doubtful mountains. 


What dreadful pleaſure ] there to ſtand ſublime, 
Like ſhipwreck'd mariner on deſert coaſt, 

And view th' enormous walte of van ur, toſt 

la billows length'ning to th* horizon round“ !“ 


From 


*The Minſtrel. 
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From this romantic reverie he was awakened b 
the voices of the guides, repeating his name, whic 
was reverberated from cliff to cliff, till an hundred 
tongues ſeemed to call him; when he ſoon quieted 
the fears of the Count and the Lady Blanche, by 
returning to the cave. As the ſtorm, however, 
ſeemed approaching, they did not quit their place 
of ſhelrer; and the Count, ſeated between his daugti- 
ter and St. Foix, endeavourtd to divert the fears 
of the former, and converſed on ſubjects, relating 
ta the natural hiſtory of the ſcene, among which 
they wandered. He ſpoke of the mineral and foſſile 
ſubltances, found in the depths of theſe mountains, 
—the veins of marble and granite, with which they 
abounded, the ſtrata of ſhells; diſcovered near their 
ſummits, many thouſand fithom above the level of 
the ſea, and at a vaſt diſtance from its preſent ſhore z 
—of the tremendous chaſms and caverns of the 
rocks, the groteſque form of the mountains, and 
the various phænomena, that ſeem to ſtamp upon 
the world the hiſtory of the deluge. From the 
natural hiſtory he deſcended to the mention of the 
events and circumſtances, connected with the civil 
ſtory of the Pyrenees; named ſome of the moſt 
remarkable fortreſſes which France and Spain had 
erected in the paſſes of theſe mountains; and gave 
a brief account of ſome celebrated ſieges and en- 


counters in early times, when Ambition firſt frigh- 
tened Solitude from theſe her deep receſſes, mad 
her mountains, which before had echoed only to We... 


the torrent's roar, tremble with the clang of arms, 
and, when man's firſt footſteps in her ſacred haunts 
had left the print of blood! ts 
As Blanche ſat, attentive to the narrative, that 
rendered the ſcenes doubly intereſting, and reſigned 


to ſolemn emotion, while ſhe conſidered, that ſne 
was on the very ground, once polluted by theſe . 
events, 


666 


events, her reverie was ſuddenly interrupted by a 
ſound, that came in the wind. —It was the diſtant 
bark of a watch-dog. The travellers liſtened with 
eager hope, and, as the wind blew ſtronger, fan. 
cied, that the ſound came from no great diſtance; 
and, the guides, having little doubt, that it pro- 
ceeded from the inn they were in ſearch of, the 
Count determined to purſue his way. The moon 
now afforded a ftronger, though ſtill an uncertain 
light, as ſhe moved among broken clouds; and the 
travellers, led by the found, re-commenced their 
3 along the brow of the precipice, preceded 
y a fingle torch, that now contended with the 
moon: light; for the guides, believing they ſhould 
reach the inn foon after ſun-fet, had neglected to 
provide more. In ſilent caution they followed the 
found, which was heard but at intervals, and 
which, after ſome time entirely ceaſed. The 
guides endeavoured, however, to point their courſe 
£0 the quarter, whence it had iſſued, but the deep 
roaring of a torrent ſoon ſeized their attention, 
and preſently they came to a tremendous chaſm of 
the mountain, which ſeemed to forbid all further 
progreſs. Blanche alighted from her mule, as did 
the Count and St. Foix, while the guides traverſed 
the edye in ſearch of a bridge, which, however 
rude, might convey them to the oppoſite ſide, and 
they, at length, confeſſed, what the Count had 
begun to ſuſpect, that they had been, for ſome 
time, doubtful of their way, and were now cer- 
* tam only, that they had loſt it. 

At a little diſtance, was diſcovered a rude and 
dangerous paſſage, formed by an enormous pine, 
which, thrown acroſs the chaſm, united the oppo- 

ſite precipices, and which had been felled probably 
© by the hunter, to facilitate his chace of the izard, 
or the wolf. The whole party, the guides ew. 
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ed, ſhuddered at the proſpect of croſling this alpine 
bridge, whoſe ſides afforded no kind of defence, 
and from which to fall was to die. The guides, 
however, prepared to lead over the mules, while 
Blanche ſtood trembling on the brink, and liſten- 
ing to the roar of the waters, which were ſeen de- 
ſcending from the rocks aboye, overhung with 
lofty pines, and thence precipitating themſelves into 
the deep abyſs, where their white ſurges gleamed 
faintly in the moonlight. The poor animals pro- 
ceeded over this perilous bridge with inſtinctive . 
caution, neither frightened by the noiſe of the ca- 
tract, or deceived by the gloom, which the im- 
pending foliage threw athwart their way. It was 
now that the ſolitary torch, which had been hi- 
therto of little ſervice, was found to be an ineſti- 
mable treaſure ;. and Blanche, terrified, ſhrinking, 
but endeavouring to recollect all her firmneſs and 
preſence of mind, preceded by her lover, and ſup- 
ported by her father, followed the red gleam of the 
torch, in ſafety, to the oppoſite clift. As 
As they went on, the heights contracted and 
formed a narrow pals, at the bottom of which, the 
torrent they had juſt croſſed, was heard to thun- 


der. But they were again cheered by the bark of 


a dog, keeping watch, perhaps, over the flocks of 
the mountains, to protect them from the nightly 
deſcent of the wolves. The ſound was much nearer 
than before, and, while they rejoiced in the hope 
of ſoon reaching a place of repoſe, a light was ſeen 
to glimmer at a diſtance. It appeared at a height 
confiderably above the level of their path, and was 
loſt and ſeen again, as if the waving branches of 


trees ſometimes excluded and then admitted its rays. 


The guides hallooed with all their ſtrength, but the 
found of no human voice was heard in return, and, 
at length, as a more effectual means of making 
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themſelves known, they fired a piſtol. But, whiſe 
they liſtened in anxious expectation, the noiſe of 
the exploſion was alone heard, echoing among the 
rocks, and it gradually ſunk into a ſilence, which 
no friendly hint of man diſturbed, The light, 
however, that had been ſeen before, now became 
plainer, and, ſoon after, voices were heard diſ- 
tinccly on the wind; but, upon the guides repeat- 
Ing the call, the voices ſuddenly ceaſed, and the 
Hght diſappearcd. 

The Lady Blanche was now almoſt ſinking be- 
neath the preſſure of anxiety; fatigue, and appre- 
henſion, and the united efforts of the Count and St. 
Foix could ſcarcely ſupport her ſpirits. As they 
continued to advance, an object was perceived on a 

point of rock above, which, the ſtrong rays of the 
moon then falling on it, appeared to be a watch- 
tower. The count, from its ſituation, and ſome 
other circumſtances, had little doubt, that it was 
ſuch, and believing, that the light had proceeded 
from thence, he endeavoured to re-animate his 
daughter's ſpirits by the near proſpect of ſhelter and 
repoſe, which, however rude the accommodations, 

A tuined watch-tower might afford. 
jy * Numerous watch-towers have been erccted 
among the Pyrenees,” ſaid the Count, anxious only 
to call Blanche's attention from. the ſubject of her 
fears; and the method, by which they give in- 
telligence of the approach of the enemy, 1s, you 
know, by fires, kindled on the ſummits of thele 
edifices.' Signals have thus, ſometimes, been com- 
municated from poſt to poſt, along a frontier line 
of ſeveral hundred miles in length. Then, as oc- 
caſion may require, the lurking armies emerge from 
their fortreſſes and the foreſts, and march forth, 
to defend, perhaps, the entrance of ſome grand 
© paſs, where planting themſelves on the 2 
3 ; they 
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they aſſail their aſtoniſhed enemies, who wind 
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along the glen below, with fragments of the ſhat- 


tered cliff, and pour death and defeat upon them. 


The ancient forts, and watch-towers, overlooking 
the grand paſſes of the Pyrences, are carefully pre- 
ſerved ; but ſome of thoſe in inferior ſtations have 
been ſuffered to fall into decay, and are now fre- 

uently converted into the more peaceful habita- 
tion of the hunter, or the ſhepherd, who, after a 
day of toil, retires hither, and, with his faithful 
dogs, forget, near a cheerful blaze, the labour of 
the chace, or the anxiety of collecting his wander» 
ing flocks, while he. is ſheltered from the nightly” 
ſtorm.” 

But are they always thus peacefully inhabited?“ 
ſaid the Lady Blanche. 

No, replied the Count, they are ſometimes 
the aſylum of French and Spaniſh ſmugglers, Au, 
croſs the mountains with contraband goods 
their reſpective countries, and the latter are i- 
cularly numerous, againſt whom ſtrong parties of 
the king's troops are ſometimes ſent. But the deſ- 
perate reſolution of theſe adventurers, who, know- 
ing, that, if they are taken; they. muſt expiate the 
breach of the law by the moſt cruel: death, travel. 
in large parties, well armed, often daunts the cou- 
rage of the ſoldiers. The ſmugglers, who ſeek 
only ſafety, never engage, when they can poſſibly 
avoid it; the military, alſo, who know, that in 
theſe encounters, danger is certain, and glory al- 
moſt unattainable, are equally reluctant to fight z. 
an engagement, therefore, very ſeldom happens, 
but, when it does, it never concludes till after the 
molt deſperate and bloody conflict. You are inat- 
tentive, Blanche, added the Count: I have wea- 
tied you with a dull ſubject ; but fee, yonder, in 
the moon-light, is the edifice we have been in ſearch 


of. , 
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* 
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of, and we are fortunate to be ſo near it, before 
the ſtorm burſts.”. 
Blanche, looking up, perceived, that they were 
"at the foot of the cliff, on whoſe ſummit the build. 
ing Rood, but no light now-affued from it; the 
barking of the dog too had, for ſome time, ceaſed, 
and the guides began to doubt, whether this was 
really the object of their ſearch. From the diſtance, 
at which they ſurveyed it, ſhewn imperfeCtly by a 
cloudy moon, it appeared to be of more extent than 
a ſingle watch-tower ; but the difficulty was how 
to aſcend the height, whoſe abrupt declivities 
ſeemed to afford a kind of path-way. 

While the guides carried forward the torch to ex- 
amine the cliff, the Count, remaining with Blanche 
and St, Foix at its foot, under the ſhadow of the 
woods, endeavoured again to beguile the time by 
converſation, but again anxiety abſtraQed the mind 
of Blanche; and he then conſulted, apart with St. 
Foix, whether it would be adviſable, thould a path 
be found, to venture to an edifice, which might 
poſſibly harbour banditti. They conſidered, that 
their own party was not fmall, and that ſeveral of 
them were well armed; and, after enume rating 
the dangers, to be incurred by paſſing the night 
.in the open wild, expoſed, perhaps, to the effects 
of a thunder ſtorm, there remained not a doubt, 
that they ought to endeavour to obtain admittance 
to the edifice above, at any hazard reſpecting the 
inhabitants it might harbour; but the darkneſs and 
the dead filence that furrounded it, appeared to 
contradict the probability of its being inhabited at 

all. | - 
A ſhout from the guides arouſed their attention, 
after which, in afew minutes, one of the Count's 
ſervants returned with intelligence, that a path was 
found, and they immediately haſtened to join the 
guides, when they all aſcended alittle winding way 
; | | Cut 
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cut in the rock among thickets of dwarf wood, 
and, after much toil and ſome danger, reached the 
ſummit, where ſeveral ruined -towers, ſurrounded 
by a maſly wall, roſe to their view, partially ilk 


-mined by the moon-light. The fpace around the 


building was filent, and apparently forſaken,” but 
the Count was cautious ; Step ſoftly,”. ſaid he, 
ina low voice, * while we reconnoitre the edi- 
fice.” ; 

Having proceeded ſilently along for fome paces, 
they ſtopped at a gate, whoſe portals were terrible 
even in ruins, and, after a moment's heſitation, 

fſed on to the court of entrance, but pauſed again 
at the head of a terrace, which, branching from it, 
ran along the brow of a precipice. Over this, roſe 
the main body of the edifice, which was now ſeen 
to be, not a watch-tower, but one of thoſe ancient 
fortreſſes, that, from age and neglect, had fallen to 
decay. 'Many parts of it, however, appeared to - 


be ſtill entire; it was built of grey ſtone, in the 


heavy Saxon-gothic ſtyle, with enormous round 
towers, ' buttreſſes of proportionable ſtrength, and 
the arch of the large gate, which ſeemed to open 
into the hall of the fabric, was round, as was that 
of a window above. The air of ſolemnity, which 
muſt ſo ſtrongly have characterized the pile even in 
the days of its early ſtrength, was now — 


heightened by its ſhattered battlements and half - 


demoliſhed walls, and by the huge maſſes of ruin, 
ſcattered in its wide area, now ſilent and graſs grown. 
In this court of entrance ſtood the gigantic remaing 


of an oak, that ſeemed to have flouriſhed and dea 
ed with the building, which it {till appeared frown- 
"ingly to protect by the few remaining branches, leaf- 


lels and moſs-grown, that crowned its trunk, and 
whoſe wide extent told how enormous the tree had 


been in a former age. This fortreſs was evidently * ' 


Once 
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once of great ſtrength, and, from its ſituation on 
a point of rock, impending over a deep glen, had 
been of great power to annoy, as well as to reſiſt; 
the Count, therefore, as he ſtood ſurveying it, wa 
ſomewhat ſurpriſed, that it had been ſuffered, an. 
cient as it was, to ſink into ruins, and its preſent 
lonely and deſerted air excited in his breaſt emotions 
of melancholy awe. While he indulged, for a mo. 
ment, theſe emotions, he thought he heard a ſound 
of remote voices ſteal upon the ſtillneſs, from within 
the building, the front of which he again ſurveyed 
with ſcrutinizing eyes, but yet no light was viſible, 
He now determined to walk round the fort, to that 
remote part of it, whence he thought the voices 
had ariſen, that he might. examine whether any 
light could be diſcerned. there, before he ventured 
to knock at the gate; for this purpoſe, he entered 
upon the terrace, where the remains of cannon were 
. yet apparent in the thick walls, but he had not 
proceeded many paces, when his ſteps were ſud- 
denly arreſted by the loud barking of adog within, 
and which he fancied to be the tame, whoſe voice 
had been the means of bringing the travellers thither, 
It now appeared certain, that the place was inha- 
bited, and the Count returned to conſult again with 
St. Foix, whether he ſhould try to gain admit- 
tance, for its wild aſpect had. ſomewhat ſhaken his 
former reſolution ; but, aſter a ſecond conſultation, 
he ſubmitted to the conſiderations, which before de- 
termined him, and which were ſtrengthened by the 
diſcovery oſ the dog, that guarded the fort, as well 
as by the ſtillneſs that pervaded it. He, therefore, 
ordered one of his ſervants to knock at the gate, 
who was advancing to obey him, when al light ap- 
- peared through the loop-hole of one of the towers, 
and the Count called loudly, but receiving no an- 


ſwer, he went up to the gate himfelf, and truck upon 
1 


* 
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it with an iron- pointed pole, which had aſſiſted him 
to climb the ſteep. When the echoes had ceaſed; 
that this blow had awakenec, the reewed barking, 
and there were now more than one dog, —was the 
only found, that was heard, The Count ſtepped 
back, a few paces, to obſerve whether the light was. 
in the tower, and, perceiving that it was gone; he 
returned to the portal, and had lifted the pole to- 
ſtrike again, when again he fancied: he heard the 


murmur of voices within, and pauſed to liſten. He 


was confirmed in the ſuppoſition, but they were too 
remote, to be heard otherwiſe than in a murmur, 
and the Count now let the pole fall heavily upon 
the gate; when almoſt immediately a profound ſi- 
tence followed. It was apparent, that the people 
within had heard the ſound, and their caution in 
admitting ſtrangers gave him a favourable opinion 
of them. © They are either hunters or ſhepherds,” 
ſaid he, who, like ourſelves, have probably ſought 
ſhelter from the night within theſe walls, and are 
fearful of admitting ſtrangers, left they ſhould prove 
robbers. © I will endeavour to remove their tears.” 
So ſaying, he called aloud, * We are friends, who. 
aſk ſhelter from the night.” In a few moments, 
ſteps were heard within, which approached, and a 
voice then enquired— Who calls ? © Friends,” 
repeated the Count; open the gates; and you 
ſhall know more.'—Strong bolts were now heard 
to be undrawn, and a man, armed with a hunting 
ſpear, appeared. * What is it you want at this 
hour?“ ſaid he. The Count beckoned his attend- 
ants, and then anſwered, that he wiſhed to-enquire 
the way to the neareſt cabin. Are you ſo little 
acquainted with theſe mountains,” ſaid the man, 
das not to know, that there is none, within ſeveral 
leagues? I cannot ſhew you the way; you muſt ſeek 
U—there's a moon.“ Saying this, he was — 
| ; the 


( 256 ) 


the gate, and the Count was turning away, half 
* diſappointed and half afraid, when another voice 
was heard from above, and, on looking up he ſaw 
a light, and a man's face, at the gate of the portal, 
© Stay, friend, {you have loſt your way?“ ſaid the 
voice. You are hunters, I ſuppoſe, like our. 
ſelves: I will be with you preſently.” The voice 
ceaſed and the light diſappeared. Blanche had been 
alarmed by the appearance of the man, who had 
opened the gate, and ſhe now entreated her father 


to quit the place; but the Count had obſerved the 


hunter's ſpear, which he carried'; and the words 
from the tower encouraged. him to await the event, 
The gate was ſoon opened, and ſeveral men in hun- 
ter's habits, who had heard above what had paſſed 
below, appeared, and having liſtened ſome time to 
the Count, told him he was welcome to reſt there 
fox the night. They then preſſed him, with much 
courteſy, to enter, and to partake of ſuch fare as they 
were about to ſit down to. The Count, who had 
obſeryed them attentively while they ſpoke, was 
cautious, and ſomewhat ſuſpicious ; but he was alſo 
weary, fearful of the approaching ſtorm, and of 
encountering alpine heights. in the obſcurity of 
night; being likewiſe ſomewhat confident in the 
ſtrength and number of his attendants, he, after 
ſome further conſideration, determined to accept 
the invitation. With this. reſolution, he called his 
Jervants, who advancing round the, tower, behind 
-which ſome of them had filently liſtened to this 


conference, followed their Lord, the Lady Blanche, 


and St. Foix into the fortreſs. - The ſtrangers led 


them on to a large and rude hall, partially ſeen by 
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.a fire, that blazed at its extremity, round which 
four men in the hunter's dreſs were ſeated, and on 


the hearth. were ſeveral dogs ſtretched in fleep. In 


che middle of the hall ſtood a large table, and nee 
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the fire ſome part of an animal was boiling. As 
the Count approached, the men aroſe, and the 


dogs, half raiſing themſelyes, looked fiercely at the 
ſtrangers, but, on hearing their maſters voices, 
kept their poſtures on the hearth. 

Blanche looked round this gloomy and ſpacious 
hall; then at the men, and to her father, who ſmil- 
ing cheerfully at her, addreſſed himſelf to the hun- 
ters. This is an hoſpitable hearth, ſaid he, © the 
blaze of a fire is reviving after having wandered ſo 
long in theſe dreary wilds, Your dogs are tired; 
what ſucceſs have you had 7” Such as we uſually 
have, replied one of the men, who had been ſeated 
in the hall, we kill our game with tolerable cer- 
tainity.” ©. Theſe are fellow-hunters,* ſaid one of 
the men who had brought the Count hither, that 
have loſt their way, and I haye told them there 1s 
room enough in the fort for us all.“ Very true, 
very true,” replied his companion, What luck 
have you had in the chace, brothers? We have 
killed two izards, and that, you will fav; is pretty 
well.“ * You miſtake, friend,* ſaid the Count, 
© we are not hunters, but travellers ; but, if you 
will admit us to hunters? fare we ſhall be well con- 
tented, and will repay your kindneſs.” Sit down, 
then, brother, ſaid one of the men: 5 Jacques, lay 
more ſuel on the fire, the kid will ſoon be ready; 
bring a ſeat for the lady too. Ma'amſelle, will you 
taſte our brandy ? it is true Barcelona, and as 
bright as ever flowed from a keg.” Blanche timidly 


' Imiled, and was going to refuſe, when her father 


prevented her, by taking, with a good humouted.. 
ar, the glaſs offered to his daughter; and Mon. 
St. Foix, who was ſeated next her, preſſed her hand, 
and gave her an encouraging look, but her atten- 
tion was engaged by a man, who fat filently by he 


. 
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fire, obſerving St. Foix, with a ſteady and earneſt 
eye. 


Tou lead a jolly life here,“ ſaid the Count” . 
The life of a hunter is a pleaſant and healthy 
one; and the repoſe is ſweet, which ſucceeds do 10 


your labour.” 
© Yes, replied one of his hoſts, © our life is 1 
pleaſant enough. We live here only during the 
ſummer, and autumnal months; in winter, the 
place is dreary, and the ſwoln torrents, that deſcend 
from the heights, put a ſtop to the chace.” af 
« *Tis a life of liberty and enjoyment,” ſaid the 
Count : © I ſhould like to paſs a month in your way 
very well.” | 
> © We find employment for our guns too,” ſaida 
man who ſtood behind the Count: here are plenty 
of birds of delicious flavour, that feed upon the 
wild thyme and herbs, that grow in the vallies. 
Now I think of it, there is a brace of birds hung 
up in the ſtone gallery; go fetch them, Jacques, 
__we'will have-thera. drefled.” | 
The Count now made enquiry, concerning the 
method of purſuing the chace among the rocks and 
precipices of thefe romantic regions, and was liſ- 
tening to à curious detail, when a horn was ſound- 
ed at the gate. Blanche looked timidly at her father, 
who continued to converſe on the ſubject of the 
chace; but whoſe countenance was ſomewhat ex- 
preſhve of anxiety, and who often turned his eyes an 
towards that part of the hall neareſt the gate. The 21 
horn ſounded again, and a loud halloo ſucceeded. fix 


. . © Theſe are ſome of our companions, returned from ve; 
-. their day's labour,“ ſaid a man, going lazily from th 
his feat towards the gate; and in a few minutes, oy 

two men appeared, each with a gun over his ſhovl- ſel 


deer, and piſtols in his belt. What cheer, my Co 
»2P lads ? what cheer ? ſaid they, as they Koo dis 
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What luck ?' returned their companions: © have 
you brought home your ſupper? You ſhall have 
none elſe,” 

© Hah F-who the devil have you brought home ? 
faid they in bad Spaniſh, on perceiving the Count's 
party, are they from France or Spain !—where 
did you meet with them?! 

* They met with us, and a merry meeting too,” 
replied his companion aloud in good French. This 
chevalier and his party, had loſt their way, and 
aſked a night's lodging in the fort.” The others 
made no reply, but threw down a kind of knapſack, . 
and drew forth ſeveral brace of birds. 'The bag - 
founded heavily as it fell to the ground, and the 
elitter of ſome bright metal within glanced on the 
eye of the Count, who now ſurveyed, with a more 
enquiring look, the man, that held the knapſack. 
He was a tall robuſt figure, of a hard countenance, 
and ſhort black hair, curling in his neck. Inſtead 
of the hunter's- dreſs, he wore a faded military uni- 
form: ſandals were laced ot» his broad legs, and a 
kind of ſhort trowſers hung from his waiſt. On his 
head he wore a leathern cap, ſomewhat reſembling 
in ſhape an ancient Roman helmet; but the brows 
that ſcowled beneath it, would have characterized 
thoſe of the barbarians who conquered Rome ra- 
ther than thoſe of a Roman ſoldier. The Count; 
at length, turned away his eyes, and remained ſilent 
and thoughtful, till, again raiſing them he perceived 
a figure ſtanding in an obſcure part of the hall, 
ixed in attentive gaze on St. Foix, who was con- 
verſing with Blanche, and did not obſerve this; but 
the Count ſoon after, ſaw the ſame man looking 
over the ſhoulder of the ſoldier as attentively at him- 
elf. He withdrew his eye, when that of the © 
Count met it, who felt miſtruſt gathering faſt upon 7 
dis mind, but feared to betray it in his countenance, |, 
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| louſly, to diſengage it, 


. frefs, the quickly followed, as ſhe thought, the way 
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and forcing bis features to aſſume a ſmile, addreſſed 
Blanche on ſome indifferent ſubject. When he 
again looked round, he perceived, that the ſoldier 
and his companion were gone. | 
The man, who was called Jacques, now return. 
ed from the ſtone gallery. A fire is lighted 
there, ſaid he, and the birds are dreſſing; the 
table too is ſpread there, for that place is warmer 
than this. 3 

His companions approved of the removal, and 
invited their gueſts to follow to the gallery, of whom 
Blanche appeared diſtreſſed, and remained ſeated, 
and St. Foix looked at the Count, who ſaid, he 
preferred the comfortable blaze of the fire he waz 
then near. The hunters, however, commended the 
warmth of the other apartment, and preſſed his re- 
moval with ſuch ſeeming courteſy, that the Count, 
half fowbting, and half fearful of betraying his 
doubts, conſented to go. The long and ruinous 
paſſages, through which they went, ſomewhat 
daunted him, but the thunder, which now burſt it 
loud peals above, made it dangerous to quit this 
place of ſhelter, and he forbore to provoke his con- 
ductors by ſhewing that he diftruſted thera, The 
hunters led the way, with a lamp; the Count and 
St. Foix, who wiſhed to pleaſe their hoſts by ſome 
inſtances of - familiarity, carried each a ſeat, and 
Blanche followed, with faltering ſteps. As ſhe 


paſſed on, part of her dreſs caught on a nail in the 


wall, and, while ſhe ſtopped, ſomewhat too ſcrupu- 

= Count, who was talking 
to St. Foix, and neither of whom obſerved the cir- 
cumſtance, followed their conductor round an ab- 
rupt angle of the paſſage, and Blanche was left bez 
hind in darkneſs. The thunder prevented them 
from hearing ber call, but, having diſengaged her 


they 
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hey had taken. A light that glimmered at a dif- 
tance, confirmed this belief, and ſhe proceeded to- 
wards an open door, whenice it ifluedyz conjecturing 
the room beyond to be the ſtone gallery the men had 
ſpoken of. Hearing voices as the advanced, ſhe 
pauſed within a few paces of the chamber, that ſhe 
might be certain whether ſhe was right, and from 
thence, by the light of a lamp, that hung from the 
ceiling, obſerved four men, ſeated round a table, 
over which they leaned in apparent conſultation, 
In one of them ſhe diſtinguiſhed the features of 
him, whom ſhe had obſerved, 'gazing at St. Foix, 
with ſuch deep attention; and who was now ſpeak- 
ing in an earneſt, though reſtrained voice, till, one 
of his companitons ſeeming to oppoſe him, they ſpake 
together in a loud and harſher tone. Blanche, 
armed by perceiving that neither her father, or 
St. Foix were there, and terrified at the fierce coun- 
tenances and manners of theſe men, was. turning” 
hltily from the chamber, to purſue her fearch of 
the gallery, when ſhe heard one of the men fay : 
Let all difpute end here. Who talks of dan- 
ger? Follow my advice, and there will be none 
1 kcure hem, and the reſt are an eaſy prey.“ Blanche, 
; ruck with theſe words, pauſed a moment, to 
I more. There is nothing to be got by the 
% eſt,” ſaid one of his companions, I am never for 
* Hood when I can help it diſpatch the two others, 
ad our buſineſs is done: the reſt may go.“ | 
May they ſo, exclaimed the firſt rufhan, with: 
's Wk tremendous oath—* What! to tell how we have 
b. diſpoſed of their maſters, and to ſend the king's: 
troops to drag us to the wheel ! you was alwaysw 


* boice adviſer—I warrant we have not yet forges 
_ . Thomas's eve laſt year.” I 
* Blanche's heart now ſunk with horror. Her firſt ; 
y Impulle was to retreat from the door, but when ſhe 


would 


(262) 


£ would have gone, her trembling frame refuſed to 
ſupport her, and, having tottered a few paces, to a 
more obſcure part of the paſſage, ſhe was compelled 
to liſten to the dreadful councils of thoſe, who, ſhe 
was no Jonger ſuffered to doubt, were banditti. In 
the next moment, ſhe heard the following words, 

© Why you would not murder the whole gang? 

© 1] warrant our lives are as good as theirs, re. 
plied his comrade. © If we don't kill them, they 
will hang us: better they ſhould die than we he 
hanged. 

© Better, better, cried his comrades, 

Jo commit murder, is a hopeful way of eſcap- 
ing the gallows! ſaid the firſt rufftan—* many an 
honeſt fellow has run his head into the nooſe that 
way, though.“ There was a pauſe of ſome moments, 
during which they appeared to be conſidering. 

£ Confound thoſe fellows,” exclaimed one of the 
robbers impatiently, they ought to have been here 
before this time; they will come back preſently with 
the old ſtory, and no booty : if they were here, 

our buſineſs would be plain and eaſy. I fee we 
mall not be able to do the buſineſs to-night, for 
% our numbers are not equal to the enemy, and in 
the morning they will be for marching off, and 
how can we detain them without force? 

* I have been thinking of a ſcheme, that will 
do,” ſaid one of his comrades: if we can diſpatch 
the two chevaliers ſilently, it will be eaſy to maſter 
the reſt.” 0 

© That's a plauſible ſcheme, in good faith, ſaid 
another with a ſmile of ſcorn—* If I can eat my 
way through the priſon wall, I ſhall be at liberty! 
How can we diſpatch them //ently ?? r 

© By poiſon,” replied his companions. 'Þ 
Well faid! that will do, ſaid the ſecond ruf- n 

fan, that will give a lingering death too, and 5 
| S tief 
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fisfy my revenge. Theſe barons ſhall take care how 
they again tempt our vengeance.” 

« I knew the fon, the moment I ſaw him, ſaid 
the man, whom Blanche had obſerved gazing on 
St. Foix, though he does not know me; the fa- 
ther I had almoſt forgotten. 

Well, you may ſay what you will” ſaid: th 
third ruſſian, but I don't believe he is the Baron, 
and I am as likely to know as any of you, for I 
was one of them, that attacked him, with our 
brave lads, that ſuffered.” 

© And was not I another ?” ſaid the firſt ruffian. 
„tell you he is the Baron; but what does it ſig- 
nify whether he is or not?—ſhall we let all this 
booty go out of our hands? It is not often we have 
ſuch luck as this. While we run the chance of the 
wheel far ſmuggling a few pounds of tobacco, to 
cheat the king's manufactory, and of breaking our 
necks down the precipices in the chace of our food; 
and, now, and then, rob a brother ſmuggler, or a 


ſtraggling pilgrim, of what ſcarcely repays us the 


der we fire at them, ſhall we let ſuch a prize as 
this go? Why they have enough about them to 
keep us for 4 
I] am not for that, I am not for that,” replied 
thè third robber, let us make the moſt of them: 
only, if this is the Baron, I ſhould like to have a 


» flaſh the more at him, for the ſake of our brave 


comrades, that he brought to the gallows.” 
„Aye, aye, flaſh as much as you will,” rejoined 
the firſt man, but I tell you the Baron is a taller 
man.” | | 

© Confound your quibbling,” . ſaid the ſecond 
ruſſian, * ſhall we let them go or not? If we ſtay 
here. much longer, they will take the hint, and 


march off without our leave. Let them be who - 


b 
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they win, they are rich, or why all thoſe ſervants? 
Did you ſee the ring, he, you call the Baron, had 
on his finger ?—it was diamond; but he has not 
got it on now: he ſaw me looking at it, I warrant, 
and took it off.” 

© Aye, and then there is the picture; did you 
ſee that? She has not taken that off, obſerved the 
firſt ruffian, it hangs at her neck; if it had not 
ſparkled fo, I ſhould not have found it out, for it 
was almoſt hid by her dreſs; thoſe are diamonds 
too, and a rare many of them there muſt be, to go 
round fuch a large picture.” 

© But how are we to manage this bulineſs * 
ſaid the ſecond ruffian ; © let us talk of that, there 
is no fear of there being booty enough, but how are 
we to ſecure it? 

© Aye, aye,” ſaid his comrades, © let us talk of 
that, and remember no time is to be lofl. 


I am ſtill for poiſon,” obſerved the third, © but 


confider their number ; why there are nine or ten 
of them, and armed too; when I ſaw ſo many at 
the pate, I was not for letting them in, you know, 
nor you either. 

© I thought they might be ſome of our enemies, 
replied the ſecond, © I did not fo much mind num- 
bers.” ; 


But you muſt mind them now,” rejoined his 


comrade, *< or it will be worſe for you. We are 


not more than fix, and how can we maſter ten by 
open force? I tell you we mult give ſome of them. 
a doſe; and the reft may then be managed. 
I tell you a better way,” rejoined the other 
impatiently, draw cloſer.” 
lanche, who had liſtened to this converſation, 
in an-agony, which it would be impoſſible to de- 
ſeribe, could no longer diſtinguiſh what was faid, 
for the ruffians now ſpoke in lowered voices; — 
the 
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the hope, that ſhe might ſave her friends from the 
plot, if ſhe could find her way quickly to them, 
ſuddenly re-amimated her ſpirits, and lent her 
ſtrength enough to turn her ſteps in ſearch of the 
gallery. Terror, however, and darkneſs conſpired 
againſt her, and, having moved a few yards, the 
feeble light, that iſſued from the chamber, no longer 
even contended with the gloom, and, her foot 
ſtumbling over a ſtep that croſſed the paſſage, ſhe 
fell to the ground. 

The noiſe ſtartled the banditti, who became ſud- 
dently filent, and then all ruſhed to the paſſage, to 
examine whether any perſon was there, who might 
have overheard their councils. Blanche ſaw them 
approaching, and perceived their fierce and eager 
looks: but, before ſhe could raiſe herſelf, they diſ. 
covered and ſeized her, and, as they dragged her 
towards the chamber they had quitted, her ſcreams 
drew from them horrible threatenings. 

Having reached the room, they began to conſult 
what they ſhould do with her. Let us firſt know 
what ſhe has heard,” ſaid the chief robber. How 
long have you been in the paflage, lady, and what 
brought you there ?” 

Let us firſt ſecure the picture,” ſaid one of his 
comrades, approaching the trembling Blanche. . 
Fair lady, by your leave, that picture is mine 
come, ſurrender it, or 1 ſhall ſeize it.“ 

Blanche, entreating their mercy, immediately 
gave up the miniature, while another of the ruffians 
hercely interrogated her, concerning what the had 
overheard of their converſatiun, when, her confu- 
lon and terror too plainly telling what her tongue 
ſcared to confeſs, the rufhans looked exprefiively 
upon one another, and two of them withdrew to 
a remote part of the room, as to conſult further. 

Vo. III. N Thee 
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© Theſe are diamonds,” by St. Peter!“ exclaimed 

the fellow, who had been examining the miniz. 

ture, * and here is a very pretty picture too, faith; 

as handſome a young chevalier, as you would with 

to ſee by a ſummer's ſun. Lady, this is your ſpouſe, 

I warrant, for it is the ſpark that was in your com. 
any jult now.” 

Blanche, ſinking with terror, conjured him t 
bare pity on her, and, delivering him her purſe, 
promiſed to ſay nothing of what had paſſed, if he 
would ſuffer her to return to her friends. 

He ſmiled ironically, and was going to reply, 
when his attention was called off by a diſtant noiſe; 
and, While he liſtened, he graſped the arm of 
Blanche more firmly, as if he feared ſhe would 
e:cape from him, and the again fhrieked for help. 

be approaching ſounds called the ruſſians from 
"rhe other part of the chamber. We are de 
trayed,” ſaid they; © but let us liſten a moment, per- 
haps it is only our comrades come in from th 
mountains, and if ſo, our work is ſure ; liſten” 

A diſtant diſcharge of ſhot confirmed this ſup- 
portion for a moment, but, in the next, the former 
founds drawing nearer, the claſhing of ſwords, 
mingled with the voices of loud contention and 
with heavy groans, were diſtinguiſhed in the avenue 
leading to the chamber. While the ruſſians pre- 
pared their arms, they heard themſelves called by 
ſome of their comrades afar off, and then a ſhril 
horn was ſounded without the fortreſs, a ſignal, i 
appeared, they too well underſtood ; for three of 
them, leaving the Lady Blanche to the care of thc 
fourth, inſtantly ruſhed from the chamber. 
While Blanche, trembling, and nearly ſainting, 
Was ſupplicating for releaſe, ſhe heard amid the 
tumult, that approached, the voice of St. Fol, 

and Ihe had ſcarcely renewed her ſhriek, W 
OE, | 00! 
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door of the room was thrown open, and he ap- 
peared, much disfigured with blood, and purſued 
by ſeveral ruffians. Blanche neither ſaw, or heard 
any more; her head ſwam, her ſight failed, and 
ſhe became ſenſeleſs in the arms of the robber, who 
had detained her. 

When the recovered, ſhe perceived, by the gloomy 
light, that trembled round her, that ſhe was in the 
ſame chamber. but neither the Count, St. Foyer 
any other perſon, appeared, and ſhe continued, for 
ſome. time entirely ſtill, and nearly in a ſtate of 
ſtupefaction. But, the dreadful images of the paſt 
returning, ſhe endeavoured to raiſe herſelf, that ſhe 
might ſeek her friends, when a ſullen groan, at a 
little diſtance, reminded her of St. Foix, and of 
the condition, in which ſhe had ſeen him enter the 
room; then, ſtarting from the floor, by a ſudden 
effort of horror, ſhe advanced to the place whence- 
the ſound had proceeded, where a body was lying 
ſtretched upon the pavement, and where, by the 
glimmering light of a lamp, ſhe diſcovered the pale 
and disfigured countenance of St. Foix. Her hor- 
rors, at that moment, may be eaſily imagined. He 
was ſpeechleſs, his eyes were half cloſed, and, on 


the hand, which ſhe graſped in the agony of deſpair, 


cold damps had ſettled. While the vainly repeated 
nis name, and called for aſſiſtance, ſteps approached, 
and a perſon entered the chamber, who, ſhe ſgou 
perceived, was not the Count, her father; but. 
what was her aſtoniſhment, when, ſupplicating him 
to give his aſliſtance to St. Foix, the diſcovered 
Ludovico! He ſcarcely pauſed to recogniſe her, 
but immediately bound up the wounds of the Che- 
rater, and, perceiving that he had fainted proba- 
bly ſrom loſs of blood, ran for water; but he had 
been abſent only a few moments when Blanche 
heard other ſteps approaching, and, while ſhe was 
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almoſt frantic with apprehenſion of the ruſſians, the 
light of a torch flaſhed upon the walls, and then 
Count De Villefort appeared, with an affrighted 
countenance, and breathleſs with impatience, calling 
upon his daughter. At the ſound of his voice, ſhe 
roſe, and ran to his arms, while he, letting fall the 
bloody {word he held, preſſed her to his boſom in 
a tranſport of gratitude and joy, and then haſtily 
enquired for St. Foix, who now gave ſome ſigns of 
life. Ludovico ſoon aſter returning with water 
and brandy, the former was applied to his lips, 
and the latter to his tem ples and hands, and Blanche, 
at length, ſaw him uncloſe his eyes, and then heard 
him enquire for ber; but the joy ſhe felt, on this 
occation, was interrupted by new alarms, when 
Judovico ſaid it would be neceſſary to remove Mon. 
It. Foix immediately, and added, The bandit, 
that are out, my Lord, were expected home, an 
hour ago, and they will certainly ſind us, if we 
delay. That ſhrill horn, they know, is never ſounded 
by their comrades but on moſt deſperate occaſions, 
and it echoes among the , mountains for many 
leagues round. i bave known them brought bome 
by its ſound even from the Pied de Melicant. Is 
any body ſtanding watch, at the great gate, an 
Lord? 

© Nobody,” replied the Count; the reſt of 
my people are now ſcattered about, 1 ſcarce know 
where. Go, Ladovico, collect them together, 
and lock out yourſelf, and liſten if you hear the 
feet of mules. | 
Ludovico then hurried away, and the Count con- 
ſulted as to the means of removing St. Foix, who 
could not have borne the motion of a mule, even it 


tis ſtrength would have ſupported him in the ſad- 
dle. 
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While the Count was telling, that the banditti, 
whom they had found in the fort, were ſecured in 
the dungeon, Blanche obſerved that he was himſelf 
wounded, and that his left arm was entirely uſeleſs; 
but he ſmiled at her anxiety, aſſuring her the 
wound was trifling. 

The Count's ſervants, except two who kept 
watch at the gate, now appeared, and ſoon after 
Ludovico. I think I hear mules coming along 
theglen, my Lord, ſaid he, © but the roaring of the 
torrent below will not let me be certain; however, 
{ have brought what will ſerve the Chevalier,” he 
added, ſhewing a bear's ſkin, faſtened to a couple 
of bag poles, which had been adapted for the pur- 
pole of bringing home ſuch of the banditti as hap- 
pened to be wounded in their encounters. Ludo- 
vico ſpread it on the ground, and, placing the ſkins 
of ſeveral goats upon it, made a kind of bed, into 
which the Chevalier, who was however now much 
revived, was gently lifted 3 and, the poles. being 
raiſed upon the ſhoulders of the guides, whole 
looting among theſe ſteeps could beſt be depended 
upon, he was borne along with an eafy motion. 
Some of the Count's ſervants were alſo wounded— 
but not materially, their wounds being bound. up, 
they now followed to the great gate. As they 
paſſed along the hall, a loud tumult was heard at 
ſome diſtance, and Blanche was rerrified. It is 
only thoſe villains in the dungeon, my Lady, ſaid 
Ludovico. They ſeem to W burſting: it open, 
faid the Count. No, my Lord, rephed Ludo- 
vico, © it has an iron door; we have nothing to 
jear ſrom them; but let me go firſt, and logk out 
from the rampart.” _ 

They quickly followed him, and found? their 
mules. browſing before the gates, Where the party 
liſte ned anxiouſly, but heard no ſound, ag nn 
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of the torrent below and of the early breeze, figh- 
ing among the branches of the old oak, that grew 
in the court; and they were now glad to perceive 
the firſt tints of dawn over the mountain-tops, 
When they had mounted their mules, Ludovico, 
undertaking to be their guide, led them by an eaſier 
path, than that by which they had formerly aſcend- 
ed, into the glen. * We mult avoid that valley 
to the eaſt, my Lord,” ſaid he, © or we may meet 
the bandittiz they went out that way in the morn- 
ing.“ 

The travellers, ſoon after, quitted this glen, and 
found themſelves in a narrow valley that ſtretehed 
towards the north eaſt. The morning light upon 
the mountains now {trengthened faſt, and gradually 
diſcovered the green hillocks, that ſkirted the 
winding feet of the cliffs, tufted with cork-tree, 
and ever-green oak. The thunder-clouds bein: 
diſperſed, had left the ſky perfecily ſerene, ani 
Blanche was revived by the freſh breeze, and by 
the view of verdure, which the late rain had bright- 
ened. Soon after, the ſun aroſe, when the drip- 
ping rocks, with the ſhrubs that fringed their ſum- 
mits, and many a tuſty flope below, ſparkled in his 
rays. A wreath of miſt was ſeen, floating along 
the extremity of the valley, but the gale bore it be- 
fore the travellexs, and the ſun-beams gradually 
drew it up towapgds+the ſummit of the mountains. 
They had proceeded about a league, when, St. 
Foix having complained of extreme faintneſs, they 
ſtopped to give him refreſhment, and, that the 
men, who bore him, might reſt. Ludovico had 
brought from the fort ſome flaſks of rich Spaniſh 
wine, which now proved a reviving cordial nos. 
only to St. Foix but to the whole party, though to 

him it gave only temporary relief, for, it fed the 


tever, that burned in his veins, and he could we 
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ther diſguiſe 1n his countenance the anguiſh he ſuf- 
fered, or ſuppreſs the wiſh, that he was arrived at 
the inn, where they had deſigned to paſs the pre- 
ceding night. 

While they thus repoſed themſelves under the 
ſhade of the dark green pines, the Count defired 
Ludovico to explain ſhortly, by what means he had 
diſappeared from the north apartment, how he came 
into the hands of the banditti, and how he had con- 
tributed ſo eſſentially to ſerve him and his family, 
for to him he juſtly attributed their preſent deliver- 
ance, Ludovico was going to obey him, when ſud- 
denly they heard the echo of a piſtol-ſhot, from the 
way they had paſſed, and they roſe in alarm, haſtily 
to purſue. their route. 
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© Al why did Fate his ſteps decoy 
In ſtormy paths to roam, 
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ID MILY, mean while, was ſtill ſuffering anxicty 
as to the fate of Valancourt ; but Thereſa, having, 
at length, found a perſon, whom ſhe could entruſt 
on her errand to the ſteward, informed her, that 
the meſſenger would return on the following day; 
and Emily promiſed to be at the cottage, 'Thercla 
being too lame to attend her. 

In the evening, therefore, Emily ſet out alone 
for the cottage, with a melancholy foreboding, 
concerning Valancourt, while, perhaps, the gloor: 
of the hour might contribute to depreſs her ſpirits, 
It was a grey autumnal evening towards the cloſe 0: 
the ſeaſon ; heavy miſts partially obſcured the moun- 
tains, and a chilling breeze, that ſighed among the 
beech woods, ſtrewed her path with ſome of their 
laſt yellow leaves. Theſe, circling in the blaſt and 
foretelling the death of the year, gave an image of 
deſolation to her mind, and, in her fancy, ſeemed 
to announce the death of Valancourt. Of this ſhe 
had, indeed, more than once ſo ſtrong a preſents 
ment, that ſhe was on the point of returning home, 
— | feeling 


——— 7 -- ww 


as vs AvON 2A win aw ññ  O2X Aa . Maw ws © R89V n<o@©@©e. mw toc tofu mas H#Finmes own oa | cad at wand 


«% 
— 


( 273 ) 


feding herſelf uneqaul to an encounter with the cer- 
tainty ſhe anticipated, but, contending with her 
emotions, ſhe ſo far commanded thern, as to be able 
to proceed. 

While ſhe walked mournfully on, gazing on the 
long volumes of vapour, that poured upon the iky, 
and watching the ſwallows, toſſed along the wind, 
now diſappearing among tempeſtuous clouds, and 
chen emerging, for a moment, in circles upon the 
calmer air, the aſſliQtions and viciſſitudes of her late 
life ſeemed pourtrayed in theſe fleeting images ;— 
thus had ſhe been toſſed upon the ſtormy ſea of mis- 
fortune ſor the laſt year, with but ſhort intervals of 
peace, if peace that could be called, which was only 
the delay of evils. . And now, when ſhe had eſcaped 
from ſo many dangers, was become independent of 
the will of thoſe, who had oppreſſed her, and found 


herſelf miſtreſs of a large fortune, now, when ſhe- 


might reaſonably have expected happinets, ſhe per- 
ceived that ſhe was as diſtant from it as ever. She 
would have accuſed- herſelf of weakneſs and: in- 
gratitude in thus ſuffering a ſenſe of the various 
bleſſings ſhe poſſeſſed to be overcome by that f a 


ſingle misfortune, had this misfortune affected hers. 


ſelf alone; but, when the had wept for Valancourt 


even as living, tears of compaſlion had mingled 
with thoſe of regret, and white the lamented a hu- 
man being degraded to vice, and conſequently: to 
miſery, reaſon and humanity: claimed theſe tears, 
and fortitude had not yet taught her to ſeparate 
them from thoſe of love; in the preſent moments, 
however, it was not the certainty. of bis, guilt, but 


the apprehenſion of his death (of a death allo, 10 


which ſlie berſelf, however innocently: Spears! 


to have been in ſome degree in{trumentaly het p- 


preſſed her. This fear increaſed, as che ing ane of- 


certainty concerning it approached z auch wellen the: 
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came within view of Thereſa's cottage, ſhe was i: 
much diſordered, and her reſolution failed her ſo 
entirely, that, unable to proceed, ſhe reſted on a 
bank, beſide her path; where, as ſhe ſat, the wind 
that groaned ſullenly among the lofty branches 
above, ſeemed to her melancholy imagination to 
bear the ſounds of diſtant lamentation, and, in the 
pauſes of the guſt, ſhe ſtill fancied ſhe heard the 
feeble and far-off notes of diſtreſs. Attention con- 
vinced her, that this was no more than fancy ; bu: 
the increafing gloom, which ſeemed the ſudden 
cloſe of day, foon warned her to depart, and, with 
faltering ſteps, ſhe again moved toward the cottage, 
Through the caſement appeared the cheerful blaze 
of a wood fire, and Thereſa, who had obſerves 
Emily approaching, was already at the door to re- 
ceive her. 

IIt is a cool evening, madam,” ſaid ſhe, * ſtorms 
are coming on, and 1 thought you would like 2 
fire. Do take this chair by the hearth.” 

Emily, thanking her for this conſideration, {a 
down, and then, looking in her face, on which the 
wood fire threw a gleam, the was ſtruck with its 
expreſſion, and, unable to ſpeak, ſunk back in her 
chair with a countenance ſo full of woe, that The- 
reſa inſtantly comprehended the occaſion of it, but 
ſhe remained filent. * Ah! ſaid Emily, at length, 
© it is unneceflary for me to aſk the reſult of your 
- eriquiry, your ſilence, and that look, ſuſſiciently c- 
plain it ;—he is dead! 

© Alas! my dear young lady,” replied Thereſa, 
while tears filled her eyes, * this world is made up 
of trouble | the rich have their ſhare as well as the 

or! But we mult all endeavour to bear what 
Heaven pleaſes.” 
++ He is dead then !'—interrupted Emily — Va- 


lancourt is dead! 
* 6 A.well- 


r 


eee EY e err ' WW IP 


— 
— 


— 
— 


(293 ©) 


« A-well-a-day |! I fear he ts,” replied Thereſa. 

© You fear ſaid Emily, do you only fear?“ 

«© Alas! yes, Madam, I fear he is! neither the 
ſteward, or any of the Epourville family, have 
heard of bim ſince he left Languedoc,. and the 
Count is in great affliction about him, for he ſays 
he was always punctual in writing, but that now 
he has not received a line from him, ſince he left 
Languedoc; he appointed to be at home, three 
weeks ago, but he has neither come, or written, 
and they fear ſome accident has befallen him. Alas! 
that ever I ſhould live to cry for his death! I am 
old, and might have died without being miſled, 
but he” Emily was faint, and aſked for ſome 
water, and Thereſa, alarmed by the voice, in which 
ſhe ſpoke, haſtened to her aſſiſtance, and, while 
ſhe held the water to Emily's lips, continued, My 
dear young miſtreſs, do not take it fo to heart; the 
Chevalier may be alive and well, for all this; let 
us hope the beſt!' 

O no! I cannot hope, ſaid Emily; e 
acquainted with circumſtances, that will not ſuffer 
me to hope. Lam ſomewhat better now, and can 
hear what you have to tay. Tell me, Lentreat, the 
particulars of what you know.” 

Stay till. you are a little better, mademoiſelle, 
you look fadly ! 

© Ono, Therela, tell me all, w hile I have the 
power to hear it,” ſaid Emily, tell me all con- 
jure you!) 

© Well, madam, I will then; but the Rene 
did not ſay much, for Richard ſays he ſeemed ſhy 
of talking about Vlonſ. Valancourt, and what he 
gathered was from Gabriel, one of the ſervants, 
who faid be had heard it from my lord's gentle” 


man.” 
©. What 
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* What did he bear?' ſaid Emily. 

* Why, madam, Richard has but a bad memory, 
and could not remember balf of it, and, if I had not 
aſked him a great many queſtions, I {hould have 
heard little indeed. But he ſays that Gabriel ſaid, 
that he and all the other ſervants were in great trou- 
ble about M. Valancourt, for that he was ſuch x 
kind young gentleman, they all loved him, as wel! 
as if he had been their own brother — and now, to 
think what was become of him ! For he uſed to be 
fo courteous to them all, and, if any of them had 
been in fault, M. Valancourt was the firſt to per- 
ſuade my lord to forgive them. And then, if any 
poor family was in diſtreſs, M. Valancourt was the 
firſt, too, to relieve them, though ſome ſolks, not a 

reat way off, could have afforded that much better 
than he. And then, ſaid Gabriel, he was ſo gentle 
to every body, and, for all he had ſuch a noble look 
with him, he never would command, and call abou: 
him, as ſome of your quality people do, and we 
never minded him the leſs for that. Nay, ſays 
Gabriel, for that matter, we minded him the more, 
and would all have run to obey him at a word, 
ſooner than if ſome folks had told us what to do at 
full length; aye, and were more afraid of diſpleal- 
ing him, too, than of them, that uſed rough words 
to us.” 

Emily, who no longer conſidered it to be dange- 
rous to liſten to praiſe, beſtowed. en Valancourt, 
did not attempt to interrupt Thereſa, but ſat, at- 
tentive to her words, though almoſt overwhelme(| 
with grief. My Lord,” continued Therela, 
© frets about M. Valancourt, ſadly, and the more, 
becauſe, they ſay, he had been rather harfh againl: 
him lately. Gabriel ſays he had it from my Lord's 
. valet, that M. Valancourt had comported himſcll 
'wildly at Paris, and had ſpent a great deal of money, 

; more 
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ſpeaking. After a long pauſe, ſhe enquired what 


reſa, M. Valancourt may be alive and merry yet, 
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more a great deal than my Lord liked, for he loves: 
money better than M. Valancourt, who had been 
led aſtray ſadly. Nay, for that matter, M. Valan- 
court had been put into priſon, at Paris, and my 
Lord, ſays Gabriel, reſuſed to take him out, and 
ſaid he deſerved to ſuffer; and, when old Gregoire, 
the butler, heard of this, he actually bought a 
walking · ſtick to take with him to Paris, to viſit his 
young maſter; but the next thing we hear is, that 
M. Valancourt is coming home. O, it was a joy- 
ful day when he came; but be was ſadly altered, 
and my Lord looked very cool upon him, and he 
was very ſad, indeed. And, ſoon after, he went 
away again into Languedoc, and, ſince chat time, 
we have never ſeen him. | 

Thereſa pauſed, and Emily, ſighing deeply, re- 
mained with her eyes fixed upon the floor, without 


further Thereſa had heard. Yet why ſhould I 
aſk?” ſhe added; what you have already told is 
too much. O Valancourt | thou art gone for ever 
gone! and I—I have murdered thee !' Theſe words, 
and the countenance of deſpair which accompanied 
them, alarmed Thereſa, who began to fear, that 
the ſhock of the intelligence Emily had juſt received, 
had affected her ſenſes. * My dear young lady, be 
compoſed,” ſaid ſhe, * and do not ſay ſuch frightful 
words. You murdered M. Valancourt,——dear 
heart! Emily replied only by a heavy ſigh. 

© Dear lady, it breaks my heart to ſee you look 
fo,” ſaid Thereſa, do not fit with your eyes upon 
the ground, and all fo pale and melancholy; it 
frightens me to ſee you.” Emily was {till ſilent, 
and did not appear to hear any thing that was ſaid 
to her. Bgſides, mademoiſelle,“ continued The- 


for what we know. 
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At the mention of his name, Emily raiſed her 
eyes, and fixed them, in a wild gaze, upon Thereſa, 
as if ſhe was endeavouring to underſtand what had 
been faid. © Aye, my dear lady,” ſaid Thereſa, 
miſtaking the meaning of this conſiderate air, M. 

mar be alive and merry yet. x 
On the repetition-of theſe words, Emily compre. 
' hended their import, but, inſtead of producing the 
etfeCt intended, they ſeemed only to heighten her 
diſtreſs. She roſe haſtily from her chair, paced the 
little room, with quick ſteps, and often ſighing 

deeply, claſped her hands, and ſhuddered. 

Meanwhile, Thereſa, with ſimple, but honeſt af- 
fection, endeavoured to comfort her; put more 
wood on the fire, ſtirred it up into a brighter blaze, 
ſwept the-hearth, ſet the chair which Emily had 
left in a warmer ſituation, and then drew forth from 
a cupboard a flaſk of wine. It is a ſtormy night, 
madam,” ſaid ſhe, © and blows cold—do come 
nearer the fire, and take a glaſs of wine; it will 
comfort you, as it has done me, often and often, 
for it is not ſuch wine as one gets every day; it is 
rich Languedoc, and the laſt of fix flaſks that M. 
Valancourt ſent me, the night before he left Gal- 
cony for Paris. They have ſerved me, ever ſince, 
as cordials, and I never drink it but I think of him, 
and what kind of words he faid to me when be 
gave them. Thereſa, ſays he, you are not young 
now, and ſhould have a glaſs of good wine, now 
and then. 1 will ſend you a few flaſks, and, when 
you taſte them, you will ſometimes remember me 
your friend. Yes—thoſe: were his very words— 
me your friend Emily {till paced the room, with- 
out ſeeming to hear what Thereſa faid, who conti- 
nued ſpeaking. © And l have remembered him, 
often enough, poor young gentleman !—for he 


gave me this roof for a ſhelter, and that which has 
Fn | ſupported 
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fupported me. Ah! he is in heaven, with my 
bleſſed maſter, if ever ſaint was 

Thereſa's voice faltered ; ſhe wept, and ſet down 
the flaſk, unable to pour out the wine. Her grief 
ſeemed to recall Emily from her own, who went 
towards her, but then (topped, and, having gazed 
on her, for a moment, turned ſuddenly away, as if 
overwhelmed by the reflection, that it was Valan- 
court, whom Thereſa lamented. 

While ſhe yet paced the room, the ſtill, ſoſt note of 


an oboe, or flute, was heard mingling with the blaſt, 


the ſweetneſs of which affected Emily's ſpirits ; ſhe 
pauſed a moment in attention; the tender tones, 
as they ſwelled along the wind, till they were loſt 
again in the ruder guſt, came with a plaintiveneſs, 
that touched her heart, and ſhe melted into tears. 

© Aye,” ſaid Therefa, drying her eyes, there is 
Richard, our neighbour's ſon, playing on the oboe ; 
it is fad enough to hear ſuch ſweet muſic now.” 
Emily continued to weep, without replying, He 
often plays of an evening,” added Thereſa, and 
ſometimes, the young folks dance to the ſound of 
his oboe. But, dear young lady! do not cry ſo 
and pray take a glaſs of this wine,” continued ſhe, 
pouring ſome into a glats, and handing it to Emily, 
who reluctantly took it. 

© 'Taſte it for M. Valancourt's ſake,” ſaid The- 
reſa, as Emily lifted the glaſs to her lips, for he 
gave it me, you know, madam.” Emily's hand 
trembled, and the ſpilt the wine as ſhe withdrew it 
ſrom her lips. For whoſe ſake !—who gave the 
wine ? ſaid ſhe in a faltering voice. M. Valan- 
court, dear lady. I knew you would be pleaſed 
with it. It is the laſt flaſk | have left. 

Emily ſet the wine upon the table, and burſt into 
tears, while Thereſa, diſappointed and alarmed, 
tried to comfort her; but ſhe only waved her hand, 
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entreated ſhe might be left alone, and wept the 
more. 

A knock at the cottage door prevented Thereſa 
from immediately obeying her miſtreſs, and ſhe was 
going to open it, when Emily, checking her, re. 
queſted ſhe would not admit any perſon; but, af. 
terwards, recollecting, that ſhe had ordered her ſer. 
vants to attend her home, ſhe ſaid it was only Phi. 
lippe, and endeavoured to reſtrain her tears, while 
Thereſa opened the door. 

A voice that ſpoke without, drew Emily's atten. 
tion. She liſtened, turned her eyes to the door, 
when a perſon now appeared, and immediately a 
bright gleam, that flaſhed from the fire, —diſcover- 
ed---Valancourt ! 

Emily, on perceiving him, ſtarted from her chair, 
trembled, and ſinking into it again, became inſen- 
ible to all around her. 

A ſcream from Thereſa now told, that ſhe knew 
Valancourt, whom her imperfect fight, and the 
duſkineſs of the place had prevented her from im- 
mediately recollecting; but his attention was imme- 
diately called from her to the perſon, whom he ſaw, 
falling from a chair near the fire ; and haſtening to 
her athſtance,---he perceived, that he was ſupport- 
ing Emily! The various emotions, that ſeized him 
upon thus unexpectedly meeting with ber, from 
whom he had believed he had parted for ever, 
and on beholding her pale and lifeleſs in his arms--- 
nay perhaps, be imagined, though they could neither 
be then expreſſed, or now deſcribed, any more than 
Emily's ſenſations, when, at length, the uncloſed 
her eyes, and, looking up, again ſaw Valancourt. 
The intenſe anxiety, with which he regarded her, 
was inſtantly changed to an expreſſion of mingled 
joy and tenderneſs, as his eye met hers, and he per- 
ceived, that the was reviving. But he could only 

| / exclaim, 
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exclaim, Emily,” as he filently watched her reco- 
very, while ſhe averted her eye, and feebly attempt- 
ed to withdraw her hand ; but, in theſe the firſt 
moments, which ſucceeded to the pangs his ſup- 
poſed death had occaſioned her, ſhe forgot every 
fault, which had formerly claimed indignation, aud 
beholding Valancourt ſuch as he appeared, when he 
won her early affection, ſhe experienced emotions 
of only tenderneſs and joy. This, alas] was but 
the ſunſhine of a few ſhort moments; recollections 
roſe, like clouds, upon her mind, and, darkening 
the illuſive image, that poſſeſſed it, ſhe again be- 
held Valancourt, degraded — Valancourt unworthy 
of the eſteem and tenderneſs ſhe had once beſtow- 
ed upon him; her ſpirits faltered, and withdraw- 
ing her hand, ſhe turned from him to conceal her 
grief, while he, yet more embarraſſed and agitated, 
remained filent. 

A ſenſe of what ſhe owed to herſelf reſtrained 
her tears, and taught her ſoon to overcome, in fome 
degree, the emotions of mingled joy and forrow, 
that contended at her heart, as the roſe, and having 
thanked him for the aſſiſtance he had given her, 
bade Thereſa good evening. As ſhe was leaving 
the cottage, Valancourt, who ſeemed ſuddenly 
awakened as from a dream, entreated, in a voice, 
that pleaded powerfully for compaſſion, a few mo- 
ments attention. Emily's heart, perhaps pleaded 
as powerfully, but ſhe had reſolution enough to re- 
fiſt both, together with the clamorous entreaties of 
Thereſa, that ſhe would not venture home alone 
in the dark, and had already opened the cottage 
door, when the pelting ſtorm compelled her to obey 
their requeſts, | 

Zilent and embarraſſed, ſhe returned to the fire, 
while Valancourt, with increaſing agitation, paced 
the room, as if he wiſhed, yet feared to ſpeak, and 
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Thereſa expreſſed without reſtraint her joy and 
wonder upon ſeeing him. 

Dear heart | fir,” ſaid ſhe, I never was ſo ſur- 
priſed and 9 in my life. We were in great 
tribulation before you came, for we thought you 
were dead, and were talking, and lamenting about 
you, juſt when you knocked at the door. My young 
miſtreſs there was crying, fit to break her heart--.? 

Emily looked with much diſpleaſure at Thereſa, 
but before ſhe could ſpeak, Valancourt, unable to 
repreſs the emotion, which 'Thereſa's imprudent 
diſcovery occaſioned, exclaimed, O my Emily! 
am I then ſtill dear to you ! Did you, indeed, ho- 
nour me with a thought---a tear? O heavens f you 
weep---you weep now |! 

© Thereſa, fir,” ſaid Emily, with a reſerved air, 
and trying to conquer her tears, has reaſon to re- 
member you with gratitude, and ſhe was concerned, 
| becauſe ſhe had not lately heard of you. Allow 
me to thank you for the kindneſs you have ſhewn 
her, and to ſay, that ſince I am now upon the ſpot, 
ſhe muſt not be further indebted to you.” 

© Emily ” ſaid Valancourt, no, longer maſter of 
his emotions, is it thus you meet him, whom 
once you meant to honour with your hand---thus 
you meet him, who has loved you---ſuffered for 
you? Let what do I ſay? Pardon me, mademoi- 
ſelle St. Aubert, I know not what I utter. I have 
no longer any claim upon your remembrance---J 
have forfeited every pretenſion to your eſteem, 
your love. Yes! let me not forget, that 1 once 
23 your afſſections, though to know that ! 
have loſt them, is my ſevereſt affliction. Afflic- 
tion -do I call it; that is a term of mildneſs.? 
Dear heart?” ſaid Thereſa, preventing Emily 
from replying, talk of once having her aſfections 
Why, my dear young lady loves you now, 1 57 
. | than 
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than ſhe does any perſon in the whole world, 
though ſhe pretends to deny it. 

This is inſupportable P ſaid Emily; © Thereſa, 
you know not what you fay. Sir, if you reſpect 
my tranquillity, you will ſpare me from the conti- 
nuance of this diſtreſs.” 

I do reſpect your tranquillity too much, volun- 
tarily to interrupt it,“ replied Valancourt, in whoſe 
boſom pride now contended with tenderneſs; “and 
will not be a voluntary intruder. I would have en- 
treated a few moments attention---yet I know not 
for what purpoſe. You have ceaſed to eſteem me, 
and to recount to you my ſufferings will degrade 
me more, without exciting even your pity. Yet I 
have been, O Emily! I am indeed very wretched ' 
added Valancourt, in a voice, that ſoftened from 
ſolemnity into grief. 

© What | is my dear young maſter going out in 
all this rain!” ſaid Thereſa. © No, he ſhall not 
ſtir a ſtep. Dear! dear! to fee how gentleſolks 
can afford to throw away their happineſs! Now, if 
you were poor people, there would be none of this. 
To talk of unworthineſs, and not caring about one 
another, when I know there are not ſuch a kind- 
hearted lady and gentieman in the whole province, 
nor any that love one another halt ſo well, if the 
truth was ſpoken P 

Emily, in extreme vexation, now roſe from her 
chair, I muſt be gone,” ſaid ſhe, the ſtorm is 
over. 

Stay, Emily, ſtay, mademoiſelle St. Aubert!“ 
ſaid Valancourt, ſummonining all his reſolution, I 
will no longer diſtreſs you by my preſence. Forgive 
me, that I did not ſooner obey you, and if you can, 
ſometimes pity one, who, in loſing you---has loſt all 
hope of peace May you be happy, Emily, how- 
ever wretched J remain, happy as my fondeſt wiſh 
would have you ! 4 
5 His 
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His voice faltered with the laſt words, and his 
countenance changed, while, with a look of ineffa- 
ble tenderneſs and grief, he gazed upon her for an 
inſtant, and then quitted the cottage. 

© Dear heart! dear heart l' cried "Thereſa, fol- 
lowing him to the door, Why, Monſieur Valan- 
court! how it rains! What a night is this to turn 
him out in! Why it will give him his death; and 
it was but now you was crying, mademoiſelle, be- 
cauſe he was dead. Well ! young ladies do change 
their mind in a minute, as one may fay ! 

Emily made no reply, for ſhe heard not what was 
ſaid, while, loſt in ſorrow and thought, ſhe remain- 
ed in her chair by the fire, with her eyes fixed, and 
the image of Valancourt {till before them. 

M. Valancourt is. ſadly altered] madam, ſaid 
'Thereſa; © he looks ſo thin to what he uſed to do, 
and fo melancholy, and then he wears his arm in a 
fling.” 

Emily raiſed her eyes at thefe words, for ſhe had 
not obſerved this laſt circumſtance, and fhe now did 
not doubt, that Valancourt had received the ſhot of 
her gardener at Tholouſe; with this conviction her 
pity for him returning, ſhe blamed herſelf for hav- 
ing occaſioned him to leave the cottage, during the 
ſtorm. 

500n after her ſervants arrived with the carriage, 
and Emily, having cenfured Thereſa for her 
thoughtlefs converſation to Valancourt, and ſtrictly 
charging her never to repeat any hints of the ſame 
kind to him, withdrew to her home, thoughtful and 
diſconſolate. | 

Meanwhile, Valancourt had returned to a little 
inn of the village, whither he had arrived only a 
few moments before his viſit to Thereſa's cottage, on 


the way from Tholouſe to the chateau of the Count 


de Duvarney, where he had not been ſince he bade 
adicu 
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adieu to Emily at Chateau-le-Blanc, in the neigh- 
bourhood of which he had lingered for a conſider- 
able time, unable to ſummon reſolution enough to 
quit a place, that contained the object moſt dear to 
his heart, There were times, indeed, when grief 
and defpair urged him to appear again before 
Emily, and, regardleſs of his ruined circumſtances, 
to renew his ſuit, Pride, however, and the tender- 
neſs of his affection, which could not long endure 
the thought of involving her in his misfortunes, at 
length, ſo far triumphed over paſſion, that he re- 
liaquiſhed this deſperate deſign, and quitted Cha- 
teau-Je-Blanc. But {till his fancy wandered among 
the ſcenes, which had witneſſed his early love, and, 
on his way to Gaſcony he ſtopped at Tholouſe, 
where he remained when Emily arrived, concealing, 
E indulging his melancholy in the gardens, where 

e had formerly paſſed with her ſo many happy 
hours; often recurring, with vain regret, to the 
evening before her departure for Italy, when ſhe 
had ſo unexpeQedly met him on the terrace, and 
endeavouring to recall to his memory every word 
and look, which had then charmed him, the argu- 
ments he had employed to diſſuade her from the 
journey, and the tenderneſs of their laſt farewel. In 
ſuch melancholy recollections he had been indulg- 
ing, when Emily unexpeQedly appeared to him on 
this very terrace, the evening after her arrival at 
Tholouſe. His emotions, on thus ſeeing her, can 
ſcarcely be imagined ; but he fo ſar overcame the 
firſt promptings of love, that he forbore to diſcover 
himſelf, and abruptly quitted the gardens. Still, 
however, the viſion he had ſeen haunted bis mind; 
he became more wretched than before, and the 
only ſolace of his forrow was to return in the ſilence 
the night; to follow the paths which he believed 
her ſteps had prefled during the day; aud to watch 


round 
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round the habitation where ſhe repoſed. It was in 
one of theſe mournful wanderings, that he had re- 
ceived by the fire of the gardener, who miſtook him 
for a robber, a wound in his arm, which had de- 
tained him at Tholouſe till very lately, under the 
hands of a ſurgeon. There, regardleſs of himſelf 
and careleſs of his friends, whoſe late unkindneſs 
had urged him to believe, that they were indiſſe- 
rent as to his fate, he remained, without informing 
them of his ſituation; and now, being ſuihcient] 

ecovered to bear travelling, he had taken La Va- 
lee in his way to Eſtuviere, the Count's reſidence, 
partly for the purpoſe of hearing of Emily, and 
of being again near her, and partly for that of en- 
quiring into the ſituation of poor old Thereſa, who, 
he had reaſon to ſuppoſe, had been deprived of her 
ſtipend, ſmall as it was, and which enquiry had 
brought him to her cottage, when Emily happen- 
ed to be there. 

This unexpected interview, which had at once 
ſhewn him the tenderneſs of her love and the 
ſtrength of her reſolution, renewed all the acuteneſs 
of the deſpair, that had attended their former ſepa- 
ration, and which no effort of reaſon could teach 
him, in theſe moments, to ſubdue. Her image, 
her look, the tones of her voice, all dwelt on his 
fancy, 2s powerfully as they had Jately appeared tv 
his ſenſes, and baniſhed from bis heart every emo- 
tion, except thoſe of love and deſpair. 

Before the evening concluded, he returned to 
Thereſa's cottage, that he might hear her talk 0 
Emily, and be in the place, where ſhe had fo lately 
been. The joy, felt and expreſſed by that faithful 
ſervant, was quickly changed to ſorrow, when ſhe 
obſerved, at one moment, his wild and phrenbed 
look, and, at another, the dark melancholy, that 


.overhung him. 
Aſter 
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After he had liſtened, and for a conſiderable 
time, to all ſhe had to relate, concerning Emily, he 
gave Thereſa nearly all the money he had about 
him, though ſhe repeatedly refuſed it, declaring, 
that her miſtreſs had amply ſupplied her wants; 
and then, drawing a ring of value from his finger, 
he delivered it her with a ſolemn charge to pretent 
it to Emily, of whom he entreated, as a laſt favour, 
that ſhe would preſerve it for his ſake, and ſome- 
times when the looked upon it, remember the un- 
happy giver. 

Thereſa wept, as ſhe received the ring, but it was 
more from ſympathy, than from any preſentiment 
of evil; and before ſhe could reply, Valancourt 
abruptly left the cottage. She followed him to the 
door, calling upon his name and entreating him to 


return; but ſhe received no anſwer, and ſaw him 
no more, 


OY 
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Call up him, that left half told 
The ſtory of Cambuſcan bold“ 


MilLrom 


O N the following morning, as Emily ſat in the 8 
parlour adjoining the library, reflecting on the ſcene v 
of the preceding night, Annette ruſhed wildly tl 
into the room, and, without ſpeaking, ſunk breath. 
leſs into a chair. It was ſome time before ſhe could 


anſwer the anxious enquiries of Emily, as to the C 
occaſion of her emↄtion, but, at length, ſhe exclaim- n 
ed, © I have ſeen, his ghoſt, madam, I have ſeen his le 
ghoſt h WI 
What do you mean ?' ſaid Emily, with extreme Mi 
impatience. * 
* It came in from the hall, madam,” continued 2 
Annette, © as I was croſſing to the parlour.” : 
Who are you ſpeaking of ?? repeated Emily, 5 

* Who came in from the hall?“ wh 
* It was dreſſed juſt as I have ſeen him, often and I 


often,” added Annette. © Ah! who could have 
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Emily's patience was now exhauſted, and ſhe wag 
reprimanding her for ſuch idle fancies, when a ſer- 
vant entered the room, and informed her, that a 
{tranger without begged leave to ſpeak with her. 

It immediately occurred to Emily that this ſtran- 
ger was Valancourt, and ſhe told the ſervant to in- 
form him, that the was engaged, and could not ſee 
any perſon. 

The ſervant, having delivered his meſſage, re- 
turned with one from the ſtranger, urging, the 
firſt requeſt, and ſaying, that he had ſomethiny 
of conſequence to com nunicate; while Annette 
who had kitherto fat filent and amazed, now 
ſtarted up, and crying, It is Ludovico! it is Lu- 
dovico :“ ran out of the room. Emily bade the 
{eryant follow her, and, if it really was Ludo- 
vico, to ſhew him into the parlour. 

in a few minutes, Ludovico appeared, accont 
pamed by Annette, who, as joy rendered her for- 
getful of all rules of decorum towards her miſtreſs, 
= would not ſuffer any perſon to be heard for ſome 
y time but herſelf. Emily expreſſed ſurpriſe and fa- 
« tisfaction, on ſeeing Ludovico in ſafety, and the firit 


4 emotions increaſed, when he deliver letters from 
*. Count De Villefort and the Lady Blanche, inform- 
A ing ber of their late adventure, and of their pre- 


fent ſituation at an inn among the Pyrennces, 
where they had been - detained by the illneſs ct 
Monſ. St. Foix, and the indiſpoſition of Blanche, 
who added, that the Baron St. Foix, was juſt 
arrived to attend his fon to his chateau, where 
be would remain till the perfect recovery of his 
wounds, and then return to Languedoc, but that 
der father and herſelf purpoſed to be at La Val- 
lee, on the following day. She added, that 


and Emily's preſence would be expected at the ap- 
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proachirg nuptials, and begged ſhe would be pre- 
ared to proceed in a few days to Chateau-le- 
lanc. For an account of Ludovico's adventure, 


ſme referred her to himſelf; and Emily, though 


much intereſted, concerning the means, by which 
he had diſappeared from the north apartments, 
had the forbearance to ſuſpend the gratification of 
her curioſity, till he had taken ſome refreſhment, 
and had converſed with Annette, whoſe joy on 
ſeeing him in ſafety, could not have been more 
extravagant, had he riſen from the grave. 

Meanwhile, Emily peruſed again the letters of 
her friends, whoſe expreſſions of eſteem and 
kindneſs were very neceſſary conſolations to her 
heart, awakened as it was by the late interview 
to emotions of keener ſorrow and regret. 

The invitation to Chateau- le- Blanc was preſſcd 
with ſo much kindneſs by the Count and his 
daughter, who ſtrengthened it by a meſſage from 
the Counteſs, and the occation of it was fo im- 
portant to her friend, that Emily could not re- 
fuſe to accept it, nor, though ſhe wiſhed to re- 
main in the quiet ſhades of her native home, 
could ſhe avoid perceiving the impropriety of re- 
maining there alone, ſince Valancourt was again 
in the neighbourhood. Sometimes, too, ſhe 
thought, that change of ſcenery and the ſociety 
of her friends might contribute, more than re- 
tirement, to reſtore her to tranquillity, 

When Ludovico again appeared, ſhe deſired 
him to give a detail of his adventure in the 
north apartment, and to tell by what means he 


became a companion of the banditti, with whom 


the Count had found him. 

He immediately obeyed, while Annette, who 
had not yet had leiſure to aſk him any queſtions, 
6” 2.570 


that, if Ludovico's adventure could juſtify An- 
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on the ſubject, prepared to liſten, with a coun- 
tenance of extreme curioſity, venturing to remind 
her lady of her incredulity, concerning ſpirits, in 
the caſtle. of Udolpho, and of her own ſagacity 
in believing in them; while Emily, bluſhing at 
the conſciouſneſs of her late credulity, obſerved, 


nette's ſuperſtition, he had probably not been here 
to relate it. 

Ludovico ſmiled at Annette, and bowed to Emily, 
and then began as follows : 

© You may remember, madam, that, on the 
night, when I fat up in the north chamber, my 
lord, the Count, and Monſ. Henri accompanied me 
thither, and that, while they remained there, no- 
thing happened to excite any alarm. Whea they 
were gone I made a fire in the bed-room, and, not 
being inclined-to ſleep, I fat down on the hearth 
with a book I had brought with me to divert my 
mind. I confeſs I did ſometimes look round the 
chamber, with ſomething like apprehenſion ——? 

O very like it, I dare ſay, interrupted Annette, 


„ «bv 


* and I dare ſay, too, if the truth was known, you 
ſhook from head to foot.” | <4 
Not quite ſo bad as that,” replied Ludovico, 
ſmiling, but ſeveral times, as the wind whiſtlecd 
round the caſtle, and ſhook the old caſements, I did 
fancy I heard odd noiſes, and once or twice, I got 
up and looked about me ; but nothing was 'to be 
ſeen, except the grim figures in the tapeſtry, which 
ſeemed to frown upon me, as I looked at them. I 
had ſat thus for above an hour,” continued Ludovi- 
co, When again I thought I heard a noiſe, and 
glanced my eyes round the room, to diſcover, what; 
it came from, but, not perceiving any thing, Ibegan 
to read again, and when I had finhed the tr! 
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Vos upon, I felt drowſy, and dropped aſleep. But 


preſently I was awakened by the noiſe I had heard 
vefore, and it ſeemed to come from that part of the 
chamber, where the bed ſtood ; and then, whether 


it was the ſtory I had been reading that affected my 


ſpirits or the ſtrange reports, that had been ſpread 
of theſe apartments, I don't know, but when I 
looked towards the bed again, I fancied I ſaw a 


man's face within the duſty curtains.” 


At the mention of this, Emily trembled, and 
looked anxiouſly, remembering the ſpectacle ſhe 
had herſelf witneſſed there with Dorothee. 

© I confeſs, madam, my heart did fail me, at that 


nſtant,* continued Ludovico, but a return of the 
noiſe drew my attention from the-bed,.and 1 then 


diſtinctly heard a found, like that of a key, turning 
in a lock, but what {ſurpriſed me more was, that 
E faw no door where the ſound ſeemed to come 
from. In the next moment, however, the arras 


near the bed was {lowly lifted, and a perſon appear- 


cd behind it, entering from a ſmall. door in the 


wall. He ſtood for.a.moment as if half retreating, 
with his head bending under the arras which con- 
= :caled the upper part of bis face except his eyes 
== i:owling beneath the tapeſtry as he held it; and 
hen, While he- raiſed it higher, I ſaw the face ot 

>» enother man behind, looking over his ſhoulder. I 


know not how it was, but, though my ſword was 
upon the table before me, I had-not the power juſt 


then to ſeize it, but ſat quite ſtill, watching them, 


with. my eyes half ſhut as if I was aſleep. I ſup- 
le they thought me ſo, and were debating what 


they mould do, for I heard them whiſper, and they 


ſtood in the ſame poſture for the value of a minute, 
and then, I thought I perceived other faces in the 
duſkineſs beyond the door, and heard loud whil- 
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© This door ſurpriſes me, * ſaid Emily, be- 
cauſe I underſtood, that the Count had cauſed the 
arras to be lifted, and the walls examined, ſuſpe&t- 
ing, that they might have concealed a paſſage 
through which you had departed.” 

It does not appear ſo extraordinary to me, ma- 
dam,' replied Ludovico, * that this door ſhould 
eſcape notice, becauſe it was formed in a narrow- 
compartment, which appeared to be part of the 
outward wall, and if the Count had not paſſed over 
it, he might have thought it was uſeleſs to ſearch 
for a door where it ſeemed as if no paſſage could. 
communicate with one; but the truth was, that the 
paſſage was formed within the wall icſe!f. But, ta 
z2turn to the men, whom I ſaw obſturey beyond 
the door, and who did not ſuffer me to remain long 
in ſuſpence, concerning their deſign. They a't 
riſhed into the room, and ſurrounded me, though 
not before I had ſnatched up my ſword to defend” 
myſelf, But what could one man do againſt four? 
They ſoon diſarmed me, and having faſtened my 
arms, and gagged my mouth, forced me through 
the private door, leaving my ſword upon the table, 
to aſſiſt, as they ſaid, thofe who ſhould come in the 
morning to look for me; in fighting againit the 
gholls.. They then led me through many narrow 
paſſages, . cut as I fancied, in tae walls, for I had 
never ſeen them before, and down. feveral flights. 
of ſteps, till we came to the vaults underneath the. 
caſtle; and then opening a ſtone door, when L. 
thould have taken for the wall itſelf, we went” 
through a long paffage, and- down other Reps cut 
in the ſolid rock, when another door delivered: 
us into a cave. After turning and twining 
about for ſome time, we reached the mouth of 
it, and I found myſelf on the ſea beach at the 
ot of the cliffs, with the chateau W | 
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boat was in waiting, into which the ruffians got, 
forcing me along with them, and we ſoon reached 
a ſmall veſſel, that was at anchor, where other 
men appeared, when ſetting me aboard, two of 
the fellows who had ſeized me, followed, and 
the other two rowed back to the ſhore, while we 
ſet ſail. I ſoun found out what all this meant, 
and what was the bufinefs of theſe men at the cha- 
teau. We landed in Rouſillon, and, after linger- 
ing ſeveral days about the ſhore, ſome of their com- 
rades came down from the mountains, and carried 
me with them to the fort, where I remained till my 
Lord ſo unexpectedly arrived, -for- they had taken 
good care to prevent my running away, having 
blindfolded me, during the journey, and, if they 
had not done this, I think I never could have found 
my road to any town, through the wild country 
we traverſed. After I reached the fort I was 
watched like a priſoner, and never ſuffered to go 
out, without two or three companions, and [I be- 
came ſo weary of life, that I often wifhed to get 
rid of it.” f 

Well, but they let you talk,“ ſaid Annette, they 
did not gagg you after they got you away from the 
chateau, ſo 1 don't ſee what reaſon there was to be 
10 very weary of living; to ſay nothing of the 
chance you had of ſeeing me again.” 

Ludovico ſmiled, and Emily alſo, who enquired 
ure was the motive of theſe men for carrying him 
nm 

I ſoon found out, madam,” reſumed Ludo- 
vico, © that they were pirates, who had, during 
many years, ſecreted their ſpoil in the vaults of 
the caſtle, which, being ſo near the ſea, ſuited their 
pur poſe well. To prevent detection they had tried 
- to have it believed, that the chateau was haunted, 
and, having diſcovered the private way to the north 
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apartments, which had been ſhut up ever ſince the 
death of the lady marchioneſs, they eaſily ſucceeded. 
The houſe-keeper and her huſband, who were the 
only perſons, that had inhabited the caſtle, for 
ſome years, were fo terrified by the ſtrange noiſes 
they heardin the nights, that they would live there 
no longer; a report ſoon went abroad, that it was 
haunted, and the whole country believed this the 
more readily, I ſuppoſe, becauſe it had been ſaid, 
that the lady marchioneſs had died in a ſtrange 
way, and becauſe my Lord never would return to 
the place afterwards,” 

But why, ſaid Emily, © were not theſe pirates 
contented with the cave—why did they think it ne- 
ceſſary to depoſit their ſpoil in the caſtle ? 

The cave, madam,” replied Ludovico, was 
not open to any body, and their treaſures would not 
long have remained undiſcovered there, but in the 
vaults they were ſecure ſo long as the report pre- 
yailed of their being haunted. Thus then, it ap- 
pears, that they brought at midnight, the ſpoil they 
took on the ſeas, and kept it till they had opportu- 
nities of diſpoſing of it to advantage. The pirates 
were connected with Spaniſh ſmugglers and ban- 
ditti, who live among the wilds of the Pyrenees, 

and carry on various kinds of traffic, ſuch as no- 
body would think of ; and with this deſperate horde 
of banditti I remained till my lord arrived, I ſhall 
never forget what I felt, when I firſt diſcovered 
bim! almoſt gave him up for loſt !. but I knew, 
that, if Iſhewed myſelf, the banditti would diſ- 
cover who he was, and probably murder us all, to 
revent their ſecret in the chateau being detected. 
, therefore, kept out of my lord's fight, but had 
a ſtrict watch upon the * Ca and determined, 
if they offered him or his family violence; to diſco- 
ver myſelf, and fight for our lives. Soon after, I 
_ overheard ſome of them laying a moſt ag: 
5 * 
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plan for the murder and plunder of the Whole 
party, when 1 contrived to ſpeak to ſome of my 
lord's attendants, telling them what was going for- 
ward, and we conſulted what was beſt to be done: 
meanwhile my lord, alarmed at the abſence of 
the Lady Blanche, demanded. her, and the ruf. 
fians having given ſome ene ran; anſwer, 
wy lord and Monf. St. Foix became furious, ſo 
then we thought it a good time to difcover the 
plot, and ruſhing into the chamber, I called out 
* 'Treachery ! my lord count, defend yourſelf!“ 
His lordſhip and the chevalier drew their {words 
directly, and a hard battle we had, but we con- 
quered at laſt, as, madam, you are already in- 
formed of by my Lord Count.” 

This is an extraordinary adventure, ſatd Emily, 
and much praiic is due, Ludovico, to your pru- 
dence and intrepidity. There are ſome circum- 
ſtances, however, concerning the north apartments, 
which ſtill perplex me; but, perhaps, you may be 
able to explain them. Did you ever hear the ban- 
ditti relate any thing extraordinary of theſe rooms. 

No, madam,” replied Ludovico, I never 
heard them fpeak about the roems, except to laugh 
at the oredulity of the old houſekeeper, who once 
was very near catehing one of the pirates; it was 
fince the Count arrived at the chateau, he ſaid, and 
he laughed heartily as he related the trick he had. 
played off.” 

A. bluſh overſpread Emily's cheek, and ſhe impa- 
tiently deſired Ludovico to explain-himſelf. 

* Why, my lady,” ſaid he, as this fellow was, 
one night in the bed-room, he heard ſomebody ap- 
proaching through the next apartment, and not 
having time to lift up the arras, and unfaſten the 


door, he hid himſelf in the bed juſt by. There 


he lay for ſome time in as great a ſright, I fup- 
poſe —— ti: 
6. As 
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„As you was in, interrupted Annette, whenyg © = - 
you ſat up ſo beldly to watch by yourſelf.” 1 

© Aye, ſaid Ludovico, in as great a fright as 
he ever made any body elſe ſuffer; and preſently. 
the houſekeeper and ſome other perſon came up to 
the bed, when he, thinking they were going to ex- 
amine it, bethought him, that his only chance of 
eſcaping detection, was by terrifymg them; ſo he | 
lifted up the counterpane, but that did not do, 
till he raiſed his face above it, and then they both | 
ſet off, he ſaid, as if they had ſeen the devil, and 
he got out of the rooms undiſcovered.” | 

Emily could not forbear ſmiling at this explana- 
tion of the deception, which had given her ſo much 
fuperſtitious terror, and was ſurpriſed, that ſhe 
could have ſuffered herfelf to be thus alarmed, till 
the conſidered, that, when the mind has once begun 
to yield to the weakneſs of ſuperſtition, trifles im- 
preſs it with the force of conviction. Still, how- 
ever, ſhe remembered with awe the myſterious mu- 
ce, which had been heard, at midnight, near Cha- 
teau-le-Blanc, and ſhe aſked Ludovico if he could 
give ang explanation of it; but he could not. 5 

© I only. know, madam, he added, © that it did 
not belong to the pirates, for I have heard them 
laugh about it, and ſay, they believed the devil was 
in league with them there.“ 

Tes, 1 will anſwer for it he was, ſaid An- 
nette, her countenance brightening, * I was ſure 
all along, that he or his ſpirits had ſomething to 
do with the north apartments, and now you ſes, . 
madam, I am right at laſt.“ 2 

It cannot be denied, that his ſpirits were very 
buſy in that part of the chateau, replied Emily, 
ſmiling. But I am ſurpriſed, Ludovico, that 
theſe pirates ſhould. perſevere in their ſchemes, after 
the arrival of the Count; what could they expect 
but detection? | | wy 
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II TI have reaſon to believe, madam,” replied Lu- 


- dovico, that it was their intention to perſevere no 
longer: than was neceſſary for the removal of the 
ſtores, which were depoſited in the vaults; and it 
appeared, that they had been employed in doing ſo 
from within a ſhort period after the Count's arrival 
but, as they had only a few hours in the night for 
this buſineſs, and were carrying on other. ſchemes 
at the ſame time, the vaults were not above half 
emptied, when they took me away. They gloried 
exceedingly in this opportunity of confirming the 
ſuperſtitious reports, that had been ſpread of the 
north chambers, were careful to leave every thing 
there as they had found it, the better to promote 
the deception, 'and frequently, in their jocoſe moods, 
would hugh at the conſternation, which they be- 
lieved the inhabitants of the caſtle had ſuffered upon 
my diſappearing, and it was to prevent the poſſibili- 
ty of my betraying their ſecret, that they had re- 


moved me to fuch a diſtance. From that period 


they conſidered the chateau as nearly their own; 
but I found from the diſcourſe of their comrades, 
that, though they were cautious, at firſt, in ſhew- 
ing their power there, they had once very nearly 
betrayed themſelves, Going, one night, as was their 
Sn to repeat the noiſes, 
that had occaſioned ſuch alarm among the fervants, 
they heard, as they were about to unfaſten the ſecret 
door, voices in the bed-room. My lord has fince 
told me, that himſelf and M. Henri were then in 
the apartment, and they heard very extraordinary 
ſounds of lamentation, which it ſeems were made 


by theſe fellows, with their uſual deſign of ſpread- 


ing terror; and my lord has owned, he then felt 
ſomewhat more, than ſurpriſe ; but, as it was neceſ- 
ſary to the peace of his family, that no notice ſhould 


be taken, he was ſilent on the ſubject, and enjoined 
' Hilence to bis ſon.” 
| 25 | Emily, 
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Emily, recollecting the change, that had ap- 
peared in the ſpirits of the Count, after the night, 
when he had watched in the north room, now per- 
ceived the cauſe of it; and, w—_ made ſome fur- 
ther enquiries upon this ſtrange affair, ſhe diſmiſſed 
Ludovico, and went to give orders for the accom- 
modation of her friends, on the following day. 

In the evening, Thereſa, lame as ſhe was, came 
to deliver the ring, with which Valancourt had en- 
truſted her, and, when ſhe preſented it, Emily was 
much affected, for ſhe remembered to have ſeen him 
wear it often in happier days. She was, however, 
much diſpleaſed, that Thereſa had received it, and 
poſitively refuſed to accept it herſelf, though to have 
done ſo would have afforded her a melancholy plea- 
ſure. Thereſa entreated, expoſtulated, and then 
deſcribed the diſtreſs of Valancourt, when he had 
given the ring, and repeated the meſſage, with 
which he had commiſſioned her to deliver it; and 
Emily could not conceal the extreme ſorrow this re- 
cital occaſioned her, but wept, and remained loſt 
in thought. | | 

* Alas! my dear young lady? ſaid Thereſa, 
© why ſhould all this be ? I have known you from 
your infancy, and it may well be ſuppoſed I love 
you, as if you was my own, and wiſh as much to 
ſee you happy. M. Valancourt, to be ſure, I haye 
not known ſo long, but then I have reaſon to love 
him, as though he was my own ſon. 1 know how. 
well you love one another, or why all this weeping 
and wailing?' Emily waved her hand for 'Fhereſa 
to be filent, who, diſregarding the ſignal, continu- 
ed, And how much you are alike in your tem- 
pers and ways, and, that, if you were married, you 
would be the happieſt couple in the whole province 
—then what is there to prevent your marrying ? 
Dear, dear! to ſee how ſome people fling away their 
| blappineſe, 
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happineſs, and then cry and lament about it, juſt . 
if it was not their own doing, and as if there was 
more pleaſure in wailing and weeping, than in being 
at peace. Learning, to be ſure, is a fine thing, 
but, if it teaches folks no better than that, why ! 
had rather be without it; if it would teach them to 
be happier, I would ſay ſomething, to it, then it 
woullthe earning and wiſdom too. 
Age and long fervices had given Thereſa a privi- 
lege to talk, but Emily now endeavoured to check 
her loquacity, and, though ſhe felt the juſtneſs ot 
fome of her remarks, did not chooſe to explain the 
circumſtances, that had determined her conduct to- 
wards Valancourt. She, therefore, only told The- 
reſa, that it would much diſpleaſe her to hear the 
ſubject renewed; that ſhe had reaſons for ber con- 
duct, which ſhe did not think it proper to mention, 
and that the ring muſt be returned; with an aſſur. 
ance, that fhe could not accept it with propriety; 
and, .at the ſame time, ſhe forbade Thereſa to rc- 
peat any future meſſage from Valancourt, as ſhe 
valued her eſteem and kindneſs. Thereſa was af- 
fried, and made another attempt, though feeble, 
to intereſt her for Valancourt, but the unuſual diſ- 
Pleaſure, expreſſed in. Emily's countenance, ſoon 
obliged. her to deſiſt, and. ſhe departed in wonder 
and lamentation. 
To relieve her mind, in fome degree, from the 
ainful recollections, that intruded upon it, Emily 
buſied herſelf in preparations for the journey inte 
Languedoc,, and, while Annette, who affified her, 
"ſpoke with joy and affeCtion of the ſafe return of 
Ludovico, the was conſidering how ſhe might belt 
promote their happineſs, and determined, if it ap- 
peared, that his affection was as- unchanged as that 
of the ſimple and honeſt Annette, to give her a mar- 
riage portion, and ſettle them on ſome part A 
| | Eltate. 
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eſffate. Theſe conſiderations led her to the remem- 
brance of her father's paternal domain, which his 
affairs had formerly compelled him to diſpoſe of to 
M. Queſnel, and which ſhe frequently wiſhed to re- 
gain, beeauſe St. Aubert had lamented, that the chief 
lands of bis anceſtors had paſſed into another fa- 
mily, and becauſe they. had been his birth-place and 
the haunt of his early years. To the eſtate at 
Tholouſe ſhe had no peculiar attachment, and it was 
her wiſh to «diſpoſe of this, that ſhe might purchaſe 
her paternal domains, if M. Queſnel could be pre- 
vailed on to part with them, which, as he talked 


much of living in Italy, did not appear very im- 
probable. | 
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CHAP. XAXL 


“ Sweet is the breath of vernal ſhower, 
The beesꝰ collected treaſures ſweet, | 
Sweet muſic's melting fall, but ſweeter yet 
The {til}, ſmall voice of gratitude.” 


Gray. 


Ox the following day, the arrival of her friend 
revived the drooping Emily, and La Vallee became 
once more the ſcene of ſocial kindneſs and of ele- 
2 hoſpitality. Illneſs and the terror ſhe had 
uffered had ſtolen from Blanche much of her 
ſprightlineſs, but all her affectionate ſimplicity re- 
mained, and, though ſhe appeared leſs blooming, 
ſhe was not leſs engaging than before. The unfor- 
tunate adventure on the Pyrenees had made the 
Count very anxious to reach home, and, aſter little 
more than a week's ſtay at La Vallee, Emily pre- 
pared to ſet out with * friends for Languedoc, 
aſſigning the care of her houſe, during her abſence, 
to Thereſa. On the evening, preceding her depar- 
ture, this old ſervant brought again the ring of 
Valancourt, and, with tears, entreated her miſtreſs 
to receive it, for that ſhe had neither ſeen, or heard 
of M. Valancourt, ſince the night when he delivered 
it to her. As ſhe ſaid this, her countenance ex- 


preſſed more alarm, than ſhe dared to utter; but 
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Emily, checking her own propenſity to fear, con- 
ſidered, that he had probably returned to the reſi- 
dence of his brother, and, again refuſing to accept 
the ring, bade Thereſa preſerve it, till fhe ſaw him, 
which, with extreme reluctance, ſhe promiſed to 
do. mY 
On the following day, Count De Villefort, with 
Emily and the Lady Blanche, left La Vallee, and, 
on the enſuing evening, arrived at Chateau-le- 
Blanc, where the Counteſs, Henri, and M. Du 
Pont, whom Emily was ſurpriſed to find there, 
received them with much joy and congratulation. 
She was concerned to obſerve, that the Count till 
encouraged the hopes of his friend, whoſe counte- 
nance declared, that his affection had ſuffered no 
abatement from abſence; and was much diſtreſſed, _ 
when on the ſecond evening after her arrival, the 
Count, having withdrawn her from the Lady 
Blanche, with whom ſhe was walking, renewed 
the ſubject of M. Du Pont's hopes. The mildneſs, 
with which ſhe liſtened to his interceſſion, at firſt, 
deceiving him, as to her ſentiments, he began to 
believe, that, her affection for Valancourt being 
overcome, ſhe was, at length, diſpoſed to think fa- 
vourably of M. Du Pont; and, when ſhe afterwards 
convinced him of his miſtake, he ventured, in the 
earneſtneſs of his wiſh to promote what he conſi- 
dered to be the happinefs of two perſons, whom 
he ſa much eſteemed, gently to remonſtrate with 
her, on thus ſuffering an ill-placed affection to poi- 
ſon the happineſs of her b valuable years. N 
Obſerving her ſilence and the deep dejection of 
her countenance, he concluded with ſaying, © 1 
will not ſay more now, but I will ſtill believe, my 
dear Mademoiſelle St. Aubert, that you will not 
always reject a perſon, ſo truly eſtimable as my 
friend Du Pont.” : = 15 | 
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He ſpared her the pain of replying, by leaving 
Her; and ſhe ſtrolled on, ſome what diſpleaſed with 
the Count for having perſevered to plead for a ſuit, 
which ſhe had repeatedly rejected, and loſt amidſt 
the melancholy recollections, which this topic had 
revived, till ſhe had inſenſibly reached the — 
of the woods, that ſcreened the monaſtery of St. 
Clair, when, perceiving how far ſhe had wandered, 
ſhe determined to extend her walk a little farther, 
and to enquire after the abbeſs and ſome of her 
friends among the nuns- 

Though the evening was now drawing toa cloſe, 
the accepted the invitation of the friar, who opened 
the gate, and, anxious to meet ſome of her old ac- 
quaintance, proceeded towards the convent parlour. 
As ſhe crofled the lawn, that ſloped from | 247 aa 
of the monaſtery towards the ſea, ſhe was ſtruck 
with the picture of repoſe, exhibited by ſome monks, 
fitting in the cloiſters. which extended under the 
brow of the woods, that crowned the eminence ; 
where, as they meditated, at this twilight hour, 
holy ſubjects, they fometimes ſuffered their atten- 
tion to be relieved by the ſcene before them, nor 
thought it profane to look at nature, now that it 
had exchanged the brilliant colours of day for the 
ſober hue of evening. Before the cloiſters, how- 
ever, ſpread an ancient cheſnut, whoſe ample 
branches were deſigned to ſcreen the full magnifi- 
cence of a ſcene, that might- tempt the wiſh to 
worldly pleaſures ; but ſtill, beneath the dark and 
fpreading foliage, gleamed a wide extent of ocean, 
and many a paſſing fail; while, tothe right and left, 
thick woods were ſeen ſtretching along the winding 
fhores. So much as this had been admitted, per- 
haps, to give to the ſecluded votary an image of the 
dangers and viciſſitudes of life, and to conſole him, 
now that he had renounced its pleaſures, by the cer- 
br tainty 
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rainty of having eſcaped its evils. As Emily walked 
penſively along, conſidering now much ſuflering ſhe 
might have eſcaped, had ſhe become a votareſs of 
the order, and remained in this- retirement from 
the time of. her father's death, the veſper-bell ſtruck 
up, and the monks retired ſlowly toward the chapel, 
while ſhe, purſuing her way, entered the great ball, 
where an unuſual filence ſeemed to reign. The 
parlour too, which opened from it, ſhe ſound va- 
cant, but, as the evening bell was ſounding, ſhe be- 
heved the nuns had withdrawn into the chapel, and 
{at down to reſt, for a moment, before ſhe returned 
to. the chateau, where, however, the increaſing 
gloom made her now anxious to be. 


Not many minutes had elapſed; before a nun, en- 
tering in haſte, enquired for the abbeſs, and was re- 
tiring, without recollecting Emily, when ſhe made 
herſelf known, and then learned, that a maſs was 
going to be performed for the ſoul of ſiſter Agnes, 
who had been declining, for ſome time, and wha. 
was now believed to be dying. 

Of her ſufferings the filter gave a melancholy. 
account, and of the horrors, into which ſhe had 
frequently ſtarted, but which had now yielded to a 
dejeCtiqn ſo gloomy, that neither the prayers, in 
which the was jvined by the ſiſterhood, or. the a- 
ſurances of her confeffor, had power to recall her 
from it, or to cheer her mind even with a momen- 
tary gleam of comfort. | 3 

To this relation Emily liſtened with extreme con- 
cern, and, recollecting the frenzied manners, and the 
expreſſions of horror, which ſhe had herſelf wit- 
nefled, of Agnes, together with the hiſtory, that 
iter Frances had communicated, her compaſſion. 
was heightened to a very painful degree. As the 
evening was already very far advanced, Emily did not 
now dcfire to ſee ber, or to join in the maſs; and, 
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after leaving many kind remembrances with the nun, 
for her old friends, ſhe quitted the monaſtery, and 
returned over the cliffs towards the chateau, medi- 
tating upon what ſhe had juſt heard, till at length 
ſhe forced her mind upon leſs intereſting ſubjects. 

The wind was high, and as ſhe drew near the 
chateau, ſhe often pauſed to liſten to its awful 
- Tound, as it ſwept over the billows, that beat below, 
or groaned along the ſurrounding woods; and, 
while ſhe reſted on a cliffat a ſhort diſtance from 
the chateau, and looked upon the wide waters, ſeen 
dimly beneath the laſt ſhade of twilight, ſhe 
thought of the following addreſs 


ro THE WINDS. 


Viewleſs, through heaven's vaſt vault your courſe ye ſteer, 
Unknown from whence ye come, or whither go ! 
Myſterious pow'rs | I hear ye murmur low, 

Till ſwells your loud guſt on my ſtartled ear, 
And, awful! ſeems to ſay—fome God is near | 
I love to liſt your midnight voices float 
In the dread ſtorm, that o'er the ocean rolls, 
And, while their charm the angry wave coatrouls, 
Mix with its ſullen roar, and fink remote. 
Then, riſing in the pauſe, a ſweeter note, 
The dirge of ſpirits, who your deeds bewail, 
A ſweeter note oft {wells while fleeps the gale ! 
But ſoon, ye ſightleſs pow'rs! your reſt is o'er 
Solema and flow, ye riſe upon the air, 
Speak in the ſhrouds, and bid the ſea-boy fear, 
Aud the faint-warbled dirge—is heard no more ! 

8 Oh ! 
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Oh ! then Ideprecate your awful reign 

The loud lament yet bear not on your breath ! 

Bear not the craſh of bark far on the main, 

Bear not the cry of men, who cry in vain, 

The crew's dread chorus ſinking into death 

Oh ! give not thoſe, ye pow'rs ! I aſk alone, 

As rapt I climb theſe dark romantic ſteeps, 

The elemental war, the billow's moan ; 

I aſk the Rill, ſweet tear, that liſtening Fancy weeps ! 


_—_ 
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HAP. XXII.. 


„ Unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles ; infeted minds 
To their deaf pillows will diſcharre their ſecrete, 


More needs ſhe the divine, than the phyſician.“ 


MACBETR; 


0 N the following evening, the view of the con- 
vent towers, riſing among the ſhadowy woods, re- 
minded Emily of the nun, whoſe condition had ſo 
much affected her; and, anxious to know how ſh; 
was, as well as to ſee ſome of her former friends, 
ſhe and the Lady. Blanche extended their walk to the 

monaſtery.. At the gate ſtood a carriage, which, 
from: the heat of the horſes, appeared to have jult 
arrived; but a more than common ſtillneſs pervaded 
the court and the cloiſters, through which Emily 
and Blanehe pafled in their way to the gread , 
where a nun, who was croſſing to the {tair calc, 
replied to the enquiries of the former, that ſiſtei 
Agnes was ſtill living, and ſenſible, but that it was 
thought the could not ſurvive the night. In the 
parlour, they found ſeveral of the boarders, who 
rejoiced to-ſee Emily, and, told her many little cir- 
aumſtances that had happened in the convent 
| ſuice 
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Tince her departure, and which were intereſting to 
her only becauſe they related to perſons, whom ſhe 
had regarded with affection. While they thus 
converſed, the abbeſs entered the room, and ex- 
preſſed much fatisfaCtion at ſeeing Emily, but her 
manner was unuſually ſolemn, and her countenance 
dejected. Our houſe,” ſaid the, after the firſt ſa- 
lutations were over, is truly a houſe of mourn- 
ing—a daughter is now paying: the debt of na- 
ture. You have heard, perhaps, that our daughter 
Agnes is dying?“ 

Emily expreſſed her ſincere concern. 

Her death pteſents to us a great and awful leſ- 
ſon, continued the abbeſs; * let us read it, and 
profit by it; let it teach us to prepare ourſelves for 
the change, that awaits us all! You are young, 
and have it in your power to ſecure * the peace 
that paſſeth all underſtanding*—the peace of con- 
ſcience. Preſerve it in your youth, that it may 
comfort you in age; for vain, alas! and imperfect 
are the good deeds of our later-years, if thoſe of our 
early life have been evil P 
lde Emily would have ſaid, that good deeds, ſhe 
Fs hoped, were never vain ; but ſhe conſidered that it 
% Wis the abbeſs who ſpake, and the remainet ſilent. 
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ch The latter days of Agnes,” reſumed the abbeſe, 
W. have been exemplary; would they might atone 
Jel or the errors of her former ones! Her ſufferings 
di No alas! are great; let us believe that they will 


AV ke her peace hereafter! I have left her with 
er confeſſor, and a gentleman, whom ſhe has long 
ger een anxious to fee, and who is juſt arrived from 
aris. hey, I hope, will be able to adminiſter 
the Ne repoſe, which her mind has hitherto Wanted.“ 
ho Emily tervently joined in the win 4 BR 
© During her illneſs, ſhe has ſometimes/nomefl 
nf a, reſumed the abbeſs; © perhaps, it would 
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comfort her to ſee you; when her preſent viſitors 
have left her, we will go to her chamber, if the 
ſcene will not be too melancholy for your ſpirits, 
But, indeed, to ſuch ſcenes, however painful, we 
ought to accuſtom ourſelves, for they are falutary 
to the ſoul, and prepare us for what we are ourſelyez 
to ſuffer.? 

Emily became grave and thoughtful ; for this 
converſation brought to her recollection the dying 
moments of her beloved father, and ſhe wiſhed once 
to weep over the ſpot, where his remains were by. 
ried. During the ſilence, which followed the ah. 
beſs's ſpeech, many minute circumſtances attending 
his laſt hours occurred to her—his emotion on pet- 
ceiving himſelf to be in the neighbourhood of Cha. 
teau-le-Blanc—his requeſt to be interred in a par. 
ticular ſpot in the church of this monaſtery—and 
the ſolemn charge he had delivered her to deſtroy 
certain papers, without examining them.—She re- 
collected alſo, the myſterious and horrible words in 
thoſe manuſcripts, upon which her eye had involun- 
tarily glanced ; and, though they now, and, indeed, 
whenever ſhe remembered them, revived an excels 
of painful curioſity, copcerning their full import, 
and the motives for her father's command, it was 
ever her chief conſolation, that ſhe had ſtrictly 
obeyed him in this particular. 

Little more was ſaid by the abbeſs, who appeared 
too much affected by the ſubject ſhe had lately left, 
to be willing to converſe, and her companions had 
been for ſome time ſilent fromthe ſame cauſe, when 
this general reverie was interrupted by the entrance 
of a ſtranger, Monſieur Bonnac, who had juſt qui. 
ted the chamber of fiſter Agnes. He appeared 
much diſturbed, but Emily fancied, that his coun- 
tenance had more the expreſſion of horror, than df 


grief. Having drawn the abbeſs to a diſtant pang 
8 tie 
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the room, he converſed with her for ſome time, 
during which ſhe ſeemed to liſten with earneſt at- 
tention, and he to ſpeak with caution, and a more 
than common degree of intereſt. When he had 
concluded, he bowed ſilently to the reſt of the com- 
pany, and quitted the room. The abbeſs, ſoon af- 
ter, propoſed going to the chamber of ſiſter Agnes, 
to which Emily conſented, though not without ſome 
reluctance, and Lady Blanche remained with the 
boarders below. 

At the door of the chamber they met the confeſ- 
ſor, whom, as he lifted up his head on their ap- 
proach, Emily obſerved to be the ſame that had at- 
tended her dying father; but he paſſed on, without 
noticing her, and they entered the apartment, 


where, on a mattreſs, was laid ſiſter Agnes, with 


one nun watching in the chair beſide her. Her 
countenance was ſo much changed, that Emily 
would ſcarcely have recollected her, had ſhe not 
been prepared to do ſo; it was ghaſtly, and over- 
ſpread with gloomy horror : her dim and hollow 
eyes were fixed on a crucifix, which ſhe held upon 
her bolom ; and ſhe was ſo much engaged mn 
thought, as not to perceive the abbeſs and Emily, 
till they ſtood at the Ged-fide. Then, turning her 
heavy eyes, ſhe fixed them, in wild horror, upon 
Emily; and, ſcreaming, exclaimed, * Ah! that 
viſion comes upon me in my dying hours Þ 

Emily ſtarted back in terror, and looked for ex- 
planation to the abbeſs, who made her a fignal not 
to be alarmed, and calmly ſaid to Agnes, Daugh- 
ter, I have brought Mademoiſelle St. Aubert to 
viſit you: I thought you would be glad to ſee 
her.“ : Fa IP 

Agnes made no reply; but, {till gazing wildly 


upon Emily, exclaimed, * It is her very ſelf ! Oh! 


there is all that faſcination in her look, Which 
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proved my deſtruction! What would you have 
what is it you come to demand Retribution? 
It will ſoon be yours—it is yours already. How 
many years have paſſed, fince laſt I ſaw you! My 
crime is but as yeſterday.—Yet I am grown old be- 
neath it; while you are {till young and blooming 
—blooming as when you forced me to commit 
that moſt abhorred deed! O!] could I once forget 
it 4 1 what would that avail?—tbe deed is 
done! 

Emily, extremely ſhocked, would now have leſt 
the room; but the abbeſs, taking her hand, tried 
to ſupport heriſpirits, and begged ſhe would ſtay a 
few moments, when Agnes would probably be calm, 
whom now ſhe tried to ſooth. But the latter ſeemed 
to diſregard her, while ſhe ſtill fixed her eyes on 
Emily, and added, W hat are years of prayers and 
Tepentance? they cannot waſh out the foulneſs of 
murder !-—-Yes, murder! Where is he—where is 
he ?— Look there —look there l-—ſee where he ſtalks 
along the room! Why do you come to torment me 
now!? continued Agnes, While her ſtraining eyes 
were bent on air, why was not I puniſhed before? 
Ol do not frown ſo-{ternly! Hah ! there again 
'tis herſelf! Why do you look fo piteouſly upon me 
and ſmile, too? ſmile on me! What groan was 
that! 

Agnes ſunk down, apparently liſeleſs, and Emily, 
unable to ſupport herſelf leaned againſt the bed, 
- while the abbeis and the attendant nun were apply- 
ing the uſual remedies to Agnes. Peace, aid 


the abbeſs, when Emily was going to ſpeak, the 


delirium is going off, ſhe will ſoon revive. When 
was ſhe thus before, daughter ? Ke 


© Not of many weeks, madam,” replied the 
nun, but her ſpirits have been much agitated by 


the 
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the arrival of the gentleman ſhe wiſhed ſo much t 
ſee.” | 

© Yes, obſerved the abbeſs, * that has un- 
doubtedly occaſioned this paroxyſm of frenzy. 
When the is better, we will leave her to re- 
poſe.” , 
Emily very readily conſented, but, though ſhe 
could now give little aſſiſtance, the was unwilling 
to quit the chamber, while any might be neceſ- 


oy 
hen Agnes recovered her ſenſes, ſhe again fixed 
her eyes on Emily, but their wild expreſſion was 
gone, and a gloomy melancholy had ſucceeded. 
It was ſome moments before ſhe recovered ſufficient 
ſpirits to ſpeak; ſhe then ſaid feebly—* The like- 
neſs is wonderful |—ſurely it muſt be ſomething 
more than fancy. Tell me, I conjure you, ſhe 
added, addreſſing Emily, though your name is 
St. Aubert, are you not the daughter of the Mar- 
chioneſs?? * What Marchioneſs ” ſaid Emily, in 
extreme ſurpriſe; for ſhe had imagined, from the 
. calmneſs of Agnes's manner, that her intellects 
were reſtored. The abbeſs gave her a ſignificant 
glance, but ſhe repeated the queſtion. 

What Marchioneſs ?? exclaimed Agnes. I 
know but of one---the Marchioneſs de Villeroi. 

Emily, remembering the emotion of her late fa» 
ther, upon the unexpected mention of this lady, 
and his requeſt to be laid near the tomb of the Vil- 
, lerois, now felt greatly intereſted, and ſhe entreated 
Agnes to explain the reaſon of her queſtion, The 
abbeſs would now have withdrawn Emily from the 
room, who being, however, detained by a ſtrong 
intereſt, repeated her entreaties. fe 55 BR 

© Bring me that caſket, ſiſter, ſaid Agnes. 1 
will ſhew her to you; yet yon need only look in 
that mirror, and you will behold her; you ſurely 
Vox. III. P | arg 
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ure her daughter: ſuch ſtriking reſemblance is never 
Found but among near relations.“ 
The nun brought the caſket, and Agnes, having 
directed her how to unlock it, ſhe took thence à 
miniature, in which Emily perceived the exact re. 
ſemblance of the picture, which ſhe had found among 
her late father's papers. Agnes held out her hand 
to receive it; gazed upon it earneſtly for ſome mo. 
ments in ſilence; and then, with a countenance of 
deep deſpair, threw up her eyes to Heaven, and 
prayed inwardly. When fthe had finiſhed, ſhe re. 
turned the miniature to Emily. Keep it,” ſaid 
ſhe, I bequeath it to you, for I muſt believe it is 
= right. I have frequently obſerved the reſem. 
lance between you : but never, till this'day, did it 
NKrike upon my conſcience ſo powerfully ! Stay, 
liſter, do not remove the cafſket—there is another 
picture I would ſhew. | 
Emily trembled with expectation, and the abbeſ; 
again would bave withdrawn her. Agnes is till 
diſordered,” ſaid ſhe, you obferve how ſhe wan- 


8 ders. In theſe moods ſhe ſays any thing, and does 


nor ſeruple, as you have witneſſed, to accufe berſelf 


bl the moſt horrible crimes.” 


- = Emily, however, thought ſhe perceived ſome- 


timing more than madneſs in the inconſiſtencles of 


Agnes, whofe mention of the Marchloneſs, and 
production of her picture, had intereſted her ſo 
much, that ſhe determined to obtain further infor- 
mation, if poſſible, reſpecting the ſubject of it, 
The nun returned with the caſket, and, Agnes 
pointing out to her a ſecret drawer, ſhe took from it 
another miniature. Here, ſaid Agnes, as the 


2 offered it to Emily, learn a teflon for your vanity, 


At leaſt; look well at this picture, and ſee if you 

can diſcover any reſemblance between what 1 Wag, 
and what I am. | . 
It Emily 


:( 3s. ? 


Emily impatiently received the miniature, which 
her eyes had ſcarcely glanced upon, before her trem- 
bling hands had nearly ſuffered it to fall—it was the 
reſemblance of the portrait of Signora Laurentini, 
which ſhe had formerly ſeen in the caſtle of Udol- 
pho the lady who had diſappeared in ſo myſterious 
a manner, and whom Montoni had been ſuſpected 
of having cauſed to be murdered. | 

In ſilent aſtoniſhment, Emily continued to gaze 

alternately upon the picture and the dying nun, en- 
deavouring to trace a reſemblance between them, 
which no longer exiſted. 

Why do you look ſo ſternly on me ?? ſaid 
Agnes, miſtaking the nature of Emily's emotion. 

I have ſeen this face before,“ ſaid Emily, at 
length; -* was it really your reſemblance? 

* You may well alk that queſtion, replied the 
nun, — hut it was once eſteemed a ſtriking hkeneſs 
of me. Lock at me well, and ſee what guilt has 
made me. I then was innocent; the evil paſſions of 
my nature ſlept. Siſter ' added ſne folemnly, and 
ſtretching forth her cold, damp hand to Emily, who 
ſnuddered at its touch—* Siſter] beware of the 
firſt indulgence of the paſſions; beware of the firſt! 
Their courſe, if not checked then, is rapid—their 
force is uncontroulable they lead us we know not 
Whither—they lead us perhaps to the commiſſion of 
crimes, for which whole. years of prayer and peni- 
tence cannot atone Such may be the force of even 
2 ſingle paſſion, that it overcomes every other, and 

$ . fears up every other approach to the heart. Poſ- 
t felling us like a fiend, it leads us on to the acts of a 
6 fiend, makiug us inſenſible to pity and to conſcience. 
7 
u 


And, when its purpoſe is accompliſhed, like a 
| bend, it leaves us to the torture of ' thoferfetlings,. 
917 which its power had ſuſpended not annihilated, - 
4 do the tortures of compaſlion, remorſe, and conſci- 
n P 2 due. 
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ence. Then, we awaken as from a dream, and per- 
ceive a new world around us—we gaze in aſtoniſh- 
ment, and horror—but the deed is committed ; not 
all the powers of heaven and earth united can undo 
it and the ſpeCtres of conſcience will not fly! 


What are riches---grandeur---health itſelf, to the 


luxury of a pure conſcience, the health of the ſoul ! 
.---and what the ſufferings of poverty, diſappoint- 
ment, deſpair---to the anguiſh of an afflicted one 
O! how long is it ſince I knew that luxury ! I be- 
hieved, that I had ſuffered the moſt agonizing pangs 
of human nature, in love, jealouſy and deſpair---but 
theſe pangs were eaſe, compared with the ſtings of 


. conſcience, which I have ſince endured. I taſted 


too what was called the ſweet of revenge---but it 
was tranſient, it expired even with the object, that 
provoked it. Remember, fiſter, that the paſſions 
are the ſeeds of vices as well as of virtues, from 
which either may ſpring accordingly as they are 
nurtured. - Unhappy they who have never been 
taught the art to govern them l | 

© Alas! unhappy l' ſaid the abbeſs, © and ill-in- 
formed of our holy religion! Emily liſtened to 
Agnes, in ſilent awe, while ſhe {till examined the 
miniature, and became confirmed in her opinion of 
its ſtrong reſemblance to the portrait at Udolpho. 
This face is familiar to me,” ſaid ſhe, wiſhing to 
lead the nun to an explanation, yet fearing to diſco- 
yer too abruptly her knowledge of Udolpho. | 
Tou are miſtaken,” rephed Agnes, you cer- 
tainly never ſaw that picture before.” 

No, replied Emily, but I have have ſeen one 
extremely like it. * Impoſſible,“ ſaid Agnes, who 
may now be called the Lady Laurentini. 

It was in the caſtle of Udolpho, continued 
Emily, looking ſtedfaſtly at her. 


Of 
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Of Udolpho! exclaimed Laurentini, * of 
dolpho in Italy © The ſame, replied Emily. 
© You know me then, ſaid Laurentini, and 
you are the daughter of the Marchioneſs Emily 
was ſomewhat ſurpriſed at this abrupt aſſertion. 
© I am the daughter of the late Monſ. St. Aubert, 
| ſaid ſhe; and the lady you name is an utter 
ſtranger to me.” 
At leaſt you believe ſo,” rejoined Laurentini. 
Emily aſked what reaſons there could be to be- 
lieve otherwiſe. | | 
The family likeneſs, that you bear ber, 
ſaid the nun. The Marchionels, it is known, 
was attached to a gentleman of Gaſcony, at the 
time when ſhe accepted the hand of the Marquis, 
by the command of her father. Ill-fated, unhappy 
woman Þ | 
Emily remembering the extreme emotion 
which St. Aubert bad betrayed on the mention of 
the Marchioneſs, would now have ſuffered ſome- 
thing more than ſurpriſe, had her confidence in 
his integrity been leſs; as it was, ſhe could not, for 
a moment, believe what the words of Laurentini 
inſinuated; yet ſhe till felt ſtrongly intereited, 
concerning them, and begged, that ſhe would ex- 
plain them further. e 
Do not urge me on that ſubject, ſaid the nun, 
© it is to me a terrible one! Would that I could 
blot it from my memory l' She ſighed deeply, and, 
after the pauſe of a moment, aſked Emily, by what 
means ſhe had diſcovered her name? 
By your portrait in the caſtle. of Udolpho, 
to which this miniature bears a ſtriking reſem- 
vance,” replied Ewig. 
* You have been at Udolpho then ! faid the 
nun, with great emotion. * Alas! what 6 WY oh 
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does the mention of it revive in my fancy---ſcenes 
of happineſs. of ſuffering---and of horror! 

At this moment, the terrible ſpeCtacle, which 
Emily had witnefſed in a chamber of that caſtle, 
occurred to her, and ſhe ſhuddered, while ſhe 
looked upon the nun---and recollected her late 
words---that © years of prayer and penitence could 
not waſh out the foulneſs of murder.” She was 
now compelled to attribute theſe to another cauſe, 
than that of delirium, With a degree of horror, 
that almoſt deprived her of ſenſe, ſhe now be- 
lieved ſhe looked upon a murderer; all the recol- 
lefted behaviour of Laurentini ſeemed to confirm 
the ſuppoſition, yer Emily was ſtill Toft in a la- 
byrinth of perplexities, and, not knowing how to 

the queſtions, which might lead to truth, ſhe 
could only hint them in broken ſentences, 

© Your ſudden departure from Udolpho, 
faid ſhe. 

Laurentini groaned. | 

The reports that followed it,“ continued Emily 
The weſt chamiber---the mourning veil 
the object it conceals !--when murders are com- 
nritted 

The nun fhrieked, What! there again!“ ſaid 
the, endeavouring to raiſe herſelf, while her ſtart- 
ing eyes ſeemed to follow ſome object round the 
room Come from the grave ! What! Blood 
blood too !—There was no blood 
thou canft not fay it |!-——Nay, do not ſmile, 
os not ſmile fo piteouÞsy ! | 

Laurentini fell into convulfons, as ſhe uttered 
the laſt words; and Emily, unable any longer to en- 
dure the horror of the ſcene, hurried from the 
room, and ſent ſatne mins to the aſſiſtance of the 
abbels. 5 

| The 
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The Lady Blanche, and the boarders, who were 
in the parlour, now afſembled round Emily, and, 
alarmed by her manner and affrighted countenance 
aſked a hundred queſtions, which ſhe avoided an- 
ſwering further, than by ſaying, that ſhe believed 
ſiſter Agnes was dying,” They received this as a 
ſulkcient explanation of her terror,. and had then 
leifure to offer reſtoratives, which at length, ſome- 
what revived Emily, whoſe mind was, however, 
ſo much ſhocked with terrible ſurmiſes, and per- 
piexed with doubts by ſome words from the nun, 
that ſhe was unable to converſe, and would have 
left the convent immediately, had ſhe not wiſhed 
to know whether Lavrentini would ſurvive the late 
attack. After waiting ſome time, ſhe was informed, 
that, the convulſions having ceaſed, Laurentini 
ſeemed to be reviving, and Emily and Blanche 
were departing, when the abbeſs appeared, wha, 
drawing the former aſide, ſaid ſhe had ſomething: 
of conlequence to ſay to her; but, as it was late, 
ſhe would not detain her then, and requeſted tu 
ſee her on the following day, | | Ps 

Emily promiſed to viſit - and, having taken 
teave, returned with the Lady Blanche towards the 
chateau, on the way to which the deep gloom of 
the woods made Blanche lament, that the eyening 
was ſo far advanced; for the ſurrounding ſtilnefss 
and obſcurity rendered her ſenſible of fear, though 
there was a ſervant to protect her; while Emily was 
too much engaged by the horrors of the ſcene the 
had juſt witneſſed, to be affected by the ſolemnitp 
of the ſhades, otherwiſe than as they ſerved to pro- 


mote her gloomy reverie, from which, however, 


ſhe was at length recalled by the Lady Blanche, who 
pointed out, at ſome diſtance, in the duſky path © 
they were winding, two perſons ſlowly rom 5 


1 


It was impoſſible to avoid them without ſtriking into 
a {till more ſecluded part of the wood, whither the 
ſtrangers might eaſily follow ; but all apprehenſion 
vaniſhed, when Emily diſtinguiſhed the voice of 
Monſ. Dupont, and perceived, that his companion 
was the gentleman whom ſhe had ſeen at the mo- 
naſtery, and who was now converſing with ſo much. 
earneſtneſs as not immediately to perceive their 
approach. When Du Pont joined the ladies, the 
ſtranger took leave, and they proceeded to the cha- 
teau, where the Count, when he heard of Monſ. 
Bonnac, claimed him for an acquaintance, and, on 
learning the melancholy occaſion of his viſit to Lan- 
guedoc, and that he was lodged at a ſmall inn in 
the village, begged the favour of Monſ. Du Pont 
to invite him to the chateau. 

The latter was happy to do ſo, and the ſcruples 
of reſerve, which made M. Bonnac heſitate to ac- 
cept the invitation, being at length overcome, they 
went to the chateau, where the kindneſs of the 
Count and the ſprightlineſs of his ſon were exerted 

to diſhpate the gloom, that overhung the ſpirits of 
the ſlranger. M. Bonnac was an officer in the 
French ſervice, and appeared to be about fifty; his 
bgure was tall and commanding, his manners had 
received the laſt poliſh, and there was ſomething in 
his countenance uncommonly intereſting ; for over 
features, which, in youth, muſt have been remark- 
-ably. handſome, was ſpread a melancholy, that 
ſeemed the effect of long misfortune, rather than 
of conſtitution, or temper. 5 

The converſation he held, during ſupper, was 
-evidently an effort of politeneſs, and there were in- 
. *ervals in which, unable to ſtruggle againſt the feel- 
ings that depreſſed him, he relapſed into ſilence 
and abſtraction, from which, however, the Count, 
ometimes, withdrew him in a manner fo 3 

: an 


6 


and benevolent, that Emily, while ſhe obſerved 
him, almoſt fancied ſhe beheld her late father. | 

The party ſeparated, at an early hour, and then, 
in the ſolitude of her apartment, the ſcenes, which 
Emily had lately witneſſed, returned to her fancy, 
with dreadful energy. Tbat in the dying nun ſhe 
ſhould have diſcovered Signora Laurentini, who, 
inſtead of having been murdered by Montoni, was, 
as it now ſeemed, herſelf guilty of ſome dreadful . 
crime, excited both horror and ſurpriſe in a high 


degree; nor did the hints, which ſhe had dropped, | 


reſpecting the marriage of the Marchioneſs de Vil- 
leroy, and the enquiries ſhe had made concerning 
Emily's birth, occaſion her a leſs degree of intereſt, 
though it was of a different nature. 15 
The biſtory, which ſiſter Frances had formerly 
related, and had ſaid to be that of Agnes, it now 
appeared, was erroneous; but for what purpoſe it 
had been fabricated, unleſs the more effectually to 
conceal the true ſtory, Emily could not even gueſs. 
Above all, her intereſt was excited as to the relation, 


which the ſtory of the late Marchioneſs de Villeroi 
bore to that of her father; ſor, that ſome kind of rela- 


tion exiſted between them, the grief of St. Aubert 
upon hearing her named, his requeſt to be burie 
near her, and her picture, which bad been found 


among his papers, certainly proved. Sometimes it 


occurred to Emily, that he might have been the 


lover, to whom it was ſaid the Marchioneſs was 


attached, when fhe was compelled to marry the 


Marquis de Villeroi ; but that he had afterwards 
cheriſhed a paſſion for her, ſhe could not ſuffer her- 
ſelf to believe, for a moment. The papers, Which 


he had ſo ſolemnly enjoined her to deſtroy, the no- 
fancied had related to this connection, and ſhe wiſhe | 
ed more earneſtly than before to know the reaſons, 
that made him N the munen ee 
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which, had her faith in his principles been leſs, 
would have led to believe, that there was a myſtery 
in her birth diſhonourable to her parents, Which 
thoſe manuſcripts might have revealed. 95 
Reflections, ſimilar to theſe, engaged her mind 
during the greater part of the night, and when, at 
length, the fell into a flumber, it was only to be- 
hold a viſion of the dying nun, and to awake in 
Horrors, like thofe ſhe had witncſſed. 

On the following morning, ſhe was too much in- 
diſpoſed to attend her appointment with the abbeſs, 
54 before the day concluded, ſhe heard, that 
fiſter Agnes was rio more. Monf. Bonnac reeeived 
this intelligence, with concern ; but Emily obſerved, 
that he did not appear ſo much affected now, as on 
the preceding evening, immediately after quitting 
the apartment of the nun, whoſe death was proba- 
bly leſs terrible to him, than the confeſſion he had 
been then called upon to witneſs. However this 
might be, he was perhaps conſoled, in ſome degree, 
by a knowledge of the legacy bequeathed him, fince 
his family was large, and the extravagance of ſome 

arts of it had lately been the means of involving 

im in great diſtreſs, and even in the horrors of a 
priſon; and it was, the. grief tie had ſuffered from 
the wild career of a favourite ſon, with the pecuni- 
_ ary anxieties and misfortunes conſequent upon it, 
that had given to his countenance the air of dejec- 
tion, which had ſo much intereſted Emily. 

To his friend Monſ. Du Pont he recited ſome 
particulars of his late ſufferings, when it appeared, 
that he had been confined for ſeveral months in one 
of the priſons of Paris, with little hope of releaſe, 
and without the comfort of ſeeing his wife, who 
had been abſent in the country, endeavouring, 
though in vain, to procure aſſiſtance from his 


friends. When, at length, ſhe had obtained an 5 
| _ 
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der for admittance, ſhe was ſo much ſhocked at the 
change, which long confinement and ſorrow had 
made in his appearance, that ſhe was ſeized with 
fits, which, by their long continuance, threatened 
her life. 
Our ſituation affected thoſe, who happened to 
witneſs it,” continued Monf. Bonnac, and one 
enerous friend, who was in confinement at the 
— time, afterwards employed the firſt moments 
of his liberty to obtain mine. He ſucceeded ; the 
heavy debt, that oppreſſed me, was diſcharged ; and, 
when I would have exprefſed my ſenſe of the obli- 
ration I had received, my benefactor was fled from 
my ſearch. I have reaſon to believe he was the vic- 
tim of his own generoſity, and that he returned to 
the ſtate of cd from which he had re- 
leaſed me; but every enquiry after him was un- 
ſucceſsful. Amiable and unfortunate Valancourt Y 
* Valancourt ” exclaimed Monf. Du Pont. Of 
what family 
The Valancourts, Counts Duvarney,” rephed 
Monſ. Bonnac. . 
The emotion of Monſ. Du Pont, when he Uiſco- - 


yered the generous bene factor of his friend to be 


the rival of his love, can only be imagined ; but, 
having overcome his-firſt ſurpriſe, he diſſipated the 
apprehenſions of Monſ. Bonnac by acquainting him 
that Valancourt was at liberty, and had lately been 
in Languedoc; after which his affection for Emily 
prompted him to make fome enquiries, reſpeQting - 
the conduct of his rival, during his ſtay at Paris, 5 
which M. Bonnac appeared to be well informed. 
The anſwers he received were fuch as convinced 
him, that Valancourt had been much miſrepre- 
fented, and, painful as Was the ſacr ifice, he for med 
the juſt deſign of relinquiſhing his purfuit of Emily 
to a lover, who, it now appeared, was. not un- 


p * 


r 


worthy of the regard, with which ſhe honoured 
him. 

The cegverſation of Monſ. Bonnac diſcovered, 
that Valzncourt, ſome time after his arrival at Paris, 
had been drawn into the ſnares, which determined 
vice had ſpread for him, and that his hours had 
been chiefly divided between the parties of the cap- 
tivating Marchioneſs and thoſe gaming aſſemblies, 
to which the envy, or the avarice, of his brother 
officers had ſpared no art to ſeduce him. In theſe 
parties he had loſt large ſums, in efforts to recover 
ſmall ones, and to fuch loſſes the Count de Ville- 
fort and Monſ. Henri had been frequent witneſſes. 
His reſources were, at length, exhauſted ; and the 
Count, his brother, exaſperated by his conduct, 
refuſed to continue the ſupplies ncceſſary to his 
preſent mode of life, when Valancourt, in conſe- 


gquence of accumulated debts, was thrown into 


confinement, where his brother ſuffered him to re- 
main, in the hope, that puniſhment might effect a 
reform of conduct, which had not yet been con- 
firmed by long habit. 

In the folitude of his priſon, Valancourt had 
leiſure for reflection, and cauſe for repentance ; 
here, too, the image of Emily, which, amidſt the 
diſipation of the city had been obſcured, but ne- 
ver obliterated from his heart, revived with all the 
charms of innocence and beauty, to reproach him 
for having ſacrificed his happineſs and debaſed his 
talents by purſuits, which his nobler faculties would 
formerly have taught him to conſider were as taſte- 
leſs as they were degrading ; but, though his paſ- 
ſions had been ſeduced, his heart was not de- 
praved, nor had habit riveted the chains, that hung 
heavily on his conſeience; and, as he retained that 
energy of will, whych was neceſſary to burſt them, 
- he, at length, emancipated himſelf from the bon- 


dage 
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dage of vice, but not till after much effort and ſe- 
vere ſuffering. 8 . | 
Being releaſed by his brother from the priſon, 
where he had witneſſed the affecting meeting be- 
tween Monſ. Bonnac and his wife, with whom he 
had been fur ſome time acquainted, the firſt uſe of 
his liberty formed a ſtriking inſtance of his huma- 
nity and his raſhneſs ; for with nearly all the mo- 
ney, juſt received from his brother, he went to a 
gaming-houſe, and gave it as a laſt ſtake for the 
chance ' of reſtoring his friend to freedom, and to 
his afflicted family. The event was fortunate, and, 
while he had awaited the iſſue of the momentous 
ftake, he made a ſolemn vow never again to yield 
to the deſtructive and faſcinating vice of gaming. 
Having reſtored the venerable Monſ. Bonnac ta 
his rejoicing family, he hurried from Paris to Eſtu- 
viere; and, in the delight of having made the 
wretched happy, forgot, for a while, his own mis- 
fortunes. Soon, however, he remembered, that 
he had thrown away the fortune, without which he 
could never hope to marry Emily ; and life, unleſs 
aſſed with her, now ſcarcely appeared ſupporta- 
le; for her goodneſs, refinement, and ſimplicity 
of heart, rendered her beauty more enchanting, if 
ſſible, to his fancy, than it had ever ws appeared. 
13 had taught him to under 
value of the qualities, which he had before admired, 
but which the contraſted characters he had ſeen in 
the world made him now admire ; and theſe reflec- 
tions, increaſing the pangs of remorſe and regret, 
occaſioned the deep dejection, that had accom 
nied him even into the preſence of Emily, of whom 
he conſidered himſelf no longer worthy. To the 
ignominy of having received pecuniary obligations 
from the Marchioneſs Chamfort, or any other lady 
of intrigue, as the Count De Villefort had been in- 
formed, or of having been engaged in the depre- 
| dating 
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dating ſchemes of gameſters, Valancourt had never 
ſubmitted ; and theſe were ſome of ſuch ſcandals ag 
often mingle with truth, againſt the unfortunate. 
Count De Villefort had received them from autho. 
rity, which he had no reafon to doubt, and which 
the imprudent conduct he had himſelf witneſſed in 
Valancourt, had. certainly induced him the more 
readily to believe. Being ſuch as Emily could not 
name to the Chevalier, he had no opportunity of 
refuting them; and, when he confeſſed himſelf to 
be unworthy of her eſteem, he little ſuſpected, that 
be was confirming to her the moſt dreadful calum- 
nies. Thus the miſtake had been mutual, and had 
remained ſo, when Monſ. Bonnac explained the 
conduct of his generous, but imprudent young 
friend to Du Pont, who, with ſevere juſtice, deter- 
mined not only to undeceive the Count on this ſub- 
ject, but to reſign all hope of Emily. Such a ſa- 
crifice as his love rendered this, was deſerving of a 
noble reward, and Monſ. Bonnac, if it had been 
poſſible: for him to forget the benevolent Valan- 
court, would have wiſhed that Emily might accept 
the juſt Du Pont. 

en the Count was informed of the error he 
had committed, he was extremely ſhocked at the 
- conſequence of his credulity, and the account which 
Monf. Bonnac gave of his friend's ſituation, while 
at Paris, convinced hun, that Valancourt had been 
entrapped by the ſchemes of a ſet of diſſipated young 
men, with whom his profeſſion. bad partly obliged 
him to aſſociate, rather than by an inclination to 
vice; and, charmed by the humanity, and noble, 
though raſh generoſity, which his conduct towards 
Mont. Bonnac exhibited, he forgave him the tran- 
ſient errors that had ſtained his youth, and reſtored 
Him to the high degree of eſteem, with which he 


ad regarded him, during his early n, 
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But, as the leaſt reparation he could now make 
Valancourt was to afford him an opportunity of ex- 
plaining to Emily his former conduct, he immedi- 
ately wrote, to requeſt his forgiveneſs of the unin- 
tentional injury he had done him, and to invite him 
to Chateau le-Blanc. Motives of delicacy with- 
held the Count from informing Emily of this letter, 
and of kindneſs from acquainting her with the diſ- 
covery reſpeQting Valancourt, till his arrival ſhould 
ſave her from the poſſibility of anxiety, as to its 
event: and this precaution ſpared her even ſeverer 
inquietude, than the Count had forefeen, fince he 
was ignorant of the ſymptoms of deſpair, which 
Valancourt's late conduct had betrayed. 


CHAP. XXII. 


©« But in theſe caſes, 
We ſtill have judgment here; that we but teach 
Bloody inſtructions, which, being taught, return 
Io plague the inventor : thus even-handed juſtice 
Commends the ingredients of our poiſon'd chalice 
To our own lips.“ 
a MACBETE: 
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8 O ME circumſtances of an extraordinary na- 
ture now withdrew Emily from her own ſorrows, 
and excited emotions, which partook of both ſur- 
priſe and horror. 

A few days following that, on which Signora 
Laurentini died, her will was opened at the mona- 
ſtery, in the preſence of the ſuperiors and Monf. 
Bonnac, when it was fourid, that one-third of her 
* perſonal property was bequeathed to the neareſt 
ſurviving relative of the late Marchioneſs de Villeroi, 
and that Emily was the perſon. 

With the ſecret of Emily's family the abbeſs had 
long been acquainted, and it was in obſeryance of 
the earneft requeit of St. Aubert, who was known 
to the friar that attended him on his death-bed, 

that his daughier had remained in ignorance of her 
relationſhip to the Marchioneſs. But ſome hints, 
which had fallen from Signora Laurentini, during 
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her laſt interview with Emily, and a confeſſion of a 
very extraordinary nature, given in her dying hours, 
had made the abbeſs think it neceſſary to converſe 
with her young friend, on the topic ſhe had not 
before ventured to introduce; and it was for this 
purpoſe, that ſhe had requeſted to fee her on the 
morning that followed her interview with the nun. 
Emily's indiſpoſition had then prevented the in- 
tended converſation ; but now, after the will had 
been examined, ſhe received a ſummons, which ſhe 
immediately obeyed, and became informed of cir- 
cumſtances, that powerfully affected her. As the 
narrative of the abbeſs was, however, deficient in 
many particulars, of which the reader may wiſh to 
be informed, and the hiſtory of the nun is materi- 
ally connected with the fate of the Marchioneſs de 
Villeroi, we ſhall omit the converſation, that paſſed 
in the parlour of the convent, and mingle with our 
relation a brief hiſtory of 


LAURENTINI DI UpoLP HO, 


Who was the only child of her parents, and 
heireſs of the ancient. houſe of Udolpho, in the ter- 
ritory of Venice. It was the firſt misfortune of her 
life, and that which led to all her ſucceeding miſery, 
that the friends, who ought to have reſtrained her 
ſtrong paſſions, and mildly inſtructed her in the art 
of governing them, nurtured them by early indul- 
gence. Bur they cheriſhed their own failings in 
her ; for their conduct was not the reſult of rational 
kindneſs, and, when they either indulged, or op» 
poſed the paſſions of their child, they gratified their 
own. Thus they indulged her with weakneſsg and 
reprehended her with violence; her ſpirit Was 


perated by their vehemence, inſtead of being e 


rected by their wiſdom; and their oppoſition N. 


. 


eame conteſts of victory, in which the due tender. 
neſs of parents, and the affectionate duties of the 
child, were equally forgotten; but, as returning 
fondneſs diſarmed the parents“ reſentment ſooneſt, 
Laurentini was ſuffered to believe that ſhe had con- 
quered, and her paſſions became ſtronger by every 
effort, that had been employed to ſubdue them. 
The death of her father and mother in the ſame 
year left her to her own diferetion, under the dan= 
rous eircumſtances attendant on youth and beauty, 
he was fond of company, delighted with admira- 
tion, yet diſdainful of the opinion of the world, 
when it happened to contradict her inclinations z 
had a gay and brilliant wit, and was miſtreſs of all 
the arts of faſcination. Her conduct was ſuch os 
might have been expected, from the weakneſs of 
her principles and the ſtrength of her paſſions. 
Among her numerous admirers was the late 
Marquis de Villeroi, who, on his tour veg 
Ttaly, ſaw Laurentini at Venice, where ſhe uſually 
relided, and became her paſſionate adorer. Equally 
captivated by the figure and accompliſhments of the 
Marquis, who was at that period one of the moſt 
diſtinguiſhed noblemen of the French court, ſhe 
had the art ſo effectually to conceal from him the 


dangerous traits of her character and the blemiſhes 


of her late conduct, that he ſolicited her hand in. 
marriage, | 
Before the nuptials were concluded, ſhe retired 
to the caſtle of Udolpho, whither the Marquis fol- 
lowed, and, where her conduct, relaxing from the 
propriety, which ſhe had lately aſſumed, diſcovered 
to him the precipice on which he ſtood, A mi- 
nuter enquiry than he had before thought it neceſ- 
Ay to make, convinced him, that he had been de- 
pied in her character, and ſhe, whom he had 
* deſßigned. 
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deſigned for his wife, afterwards became his miſe 
treſs. 

Having paſſed ſome weeks at Udolpho, he was 
called abruptly to France, whither he returned with 
extreme reluctance, for his heart was ſtill faſcinated 
by the arts of Laurentini, with whom, however, 
he had on various pretences delayed his marriage; 
but, to reconcile her to this ſeparation, he now 
gave repeated promiſes of returning to conelude the 
nuptials, as ſoon a8 the affair, which thus ſuddenly 
called him to France, ſhould permit, 
| Boothed, in ſome degree, by theſe aſſurances, ſhe 
ſuffered him to depart z and, ſoon after, her relative, 
Montoni, arriving at Udolpho, renewed the ad- 
dreſſes, which ſhe had before refuſed, and which ſhe 
now again rejected. Meanwhile, her thoughts were 
conſtantly with the Marquis de Villeroi, for whom 
ſhe ſuffered all the delirium of Italian love, che- 
riſhed by the ſolitude, to which ſhe confined her- 
felf; for ſhe had now loſt all taſte for the pleaſures 
of fociety and the gaiety of amuſement, Her only 
indulgences were to ſigh and weep over a miniature 
of the Marquis; to viſit the ſcenes that had wi 


neſſed their happineſs, to pour forth her heart tt 


him in writing, and to count the weeks, the days, 
which muſt intervene before the period that he had 
mentioned as probable for his return. But this 

riod paſſed without bringing him; and week after 
week followed in heavy and almoſt intolerable ex- 
pectation. During this interval, Laurentini's fancy, 


occupied inceffantly by one idea, became diſor- 


dered; and, her whole heart being devoted to one 
object, life became hateful to her, when ſhe be» 
lieved that object loſt. | 
Several months. paſſed, during which ſhe heard 
nothing from the Marquis de Villeroi, and her days 


were marked, at intervals, with the phrenſy of 2 
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flon and the ſullenneſs of deſpair. She ſecluded: 


herſelf from all viſitors, and, ſometimes, remained 
m her apartment, for weeks together, refuling to 
fpeak to every perſon, except her favourite female 
attendant, writing ſcraps of letters, reading, again 
and again, thoſe ſhe had received from the Marquis, 
weeping over his picture, and ſpeaking to it, for 
many hours, upbraiding, reproaching and careſſing 
alternately, 

At length a report reached her that the Marquis 
had married in France, and, after ſuffering all 
the extremes of love, jealouſy and indignation, ſhe 
formed the deſperate reſolution of going ſecretly to 
that country, and, if the report proved true, of at- 
tempting a deep revenge. To her favourite woman 
only the confided the plan of her journey, and ſhe 
engaged her to partake of it. Having collected her 
jewels, which, deſcending to her from many 
branches of her family, were of immenſe value, 
and all her caſh, to a very large amount, they were 
packed in a trunk, which was privately conveyed to- 
a neighbouring town, whither Laurentini, with this 

only ſervant, followed, and thence proceeded ſe- 
_ eretly to Leghorn, where they embarked for France. 
When, on her arrival in Languedoc, ſhe found 
that the Marquis de Villeroi had been married, for 
ſome months, her deſpair almoſt deprived her of 
reaſon, and ſhe alternately projected and abandon- 
ed the horrible deſign of murdering the Marquis, 
his wife and herſelf. At length ſhe contrived to 
throw herſelf in his way, with an intention of re- 
prooching him for his conduct, and of ſtabbing 
herſelf in his preſence; but, when ſhe again ſaw 
him, who ſo long had been the conſtant object of 
her thoughts and affections, reſentment yielded to 
love; her reſolution failed; ſhe trembled with the 
conflict of emotions, that aſſailed her heart, and 
fainted away. | 
| The 


1 


The Marquis was not proof againſt her beauty 
and ſenſibility; all the energy, with which he had 
firſt loved, returned, for his paſſion had been reſiſt» 
ed by prudence, rather than overcome by indiffe- 
rence; and, ſince the honour of his family would 
not permit him to marry her, he had endeavoured 
to ſubdue his love, and had ſo far ſucceeded, as to 
ſelect the then Marchioneſs for his wife, whom he 
loved at firſt with a tempered and rational affec- 
tion, But the mild virtues of that amiable lad 
did not recompenſe him for her indifference, whic 
appeared, notwithſtanding her efforts to conceal it 
and he bad, for ſome time, ſuſpected that her af- 
feQions were engaged by another perſon, when 
Laurentini arrived at Languedoc. This artful Ita- 
lian ſoon perceived, that ſhe had regained her in- 
fluence oyer him, and, ſoothed by the diſcovery, ſhe 
determined to live, and to.employ all her enchant- 
ments to win his conſent to the diabolical deed, 
which ſhe believed was neceſſary to the ſecurity of 
her happineſs. She conducted her ſcheme with 
deep diſhmulation and patient perſeverance, and, 
having completely eſtranged the affections of the 
Marquis from his wife, whoſe gentle goodneſs and 
unimpaſſioned manners had ceaſed to pleaſe, when 
contraſted with the captivations of the Italian, ſhe 
proceeded to awaken in his mind the jealouſy of 
pride, for it was no longer that of love, and even 
pointed out to him the perſon, to whom ſhe affirm- 
ed the Marchioneſs had ſacrificed her honour ; but 


Laurentini had firſt extorted from him a ſolemn” — - 


romiſe to ſorbear avenging himſelf upon his rival. 
This was an important part of her plan, for ſhe 
knew, that if his deſire of vengeance was reſtrain» 
ed towards one patty, it would burn more fiercely 
towards the other, and he might then, perhaps, be 
prevailed on to aſſiſt in the horrible act, which wor 
5 Cale 
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releaſe him from 4 barrier, that withheld him 
from making her his wife. | 

'The innocent Marchioneſs, meanwhile, obſerved, 
with extreme grief, the alteration in her huſband's 
manners, He became reſerved and thoughtful in 
her preſence; his conduct was auſtere, and fome. 
times even rude ; and he left her, for many hours 
together, to weep for his unkindneſs, and to form 
plans for the recovery of his affection. His conduct 
afflicted her the more, becauſe, in obedience to the 
command of her father, ſhe had accepted his hand, 
_ her affections were engaged to another, 
whote amiable diſpoſition, ſhe had reaſon to believe, 
would have enſured her happineſs, This circum- 
ſtance, Layrentini had diſcovered, ſoon after her 
arrival in France, and had made ample uſe of it in 
aſſiſting her deſigns upon the Marquis, to whom the 
adduced ſuch ſeeming proofs of his wife's infidelity, 
that, in the frantic rage of wounded honour, he 
conſented to deſtroy his wife. A flow poiſon was 
adminiſtered, and ſhe fell a victim to the jealouſy 
and ſubtlety of Laurentini, and to the guilty weak - 
neſs of her huſband, 

But the moment of Laurentini's triumph, the 
moment, to which ſhe had looked forward for the 
completion of all her wiſhes, proved only the com- 
mencement of a ſuffering, that never left her to her 
dying hour. 

The paſſion of revenge, which had in part ſtimu- 
lated her to the commiſſion of this atrocious deed, 
died, even at the moment when it was gratified, 
and left her to the horrors of * ity and re- 
morſe, which would probably have iloned all the 

ears ſhe had promiſed herlelf with the Marquis de 
Villeroj, had her expectations of an alliance with 
him been realized, But he, too, had found the mo» 
ment of his revenge to be that of mig ag 10 
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himſelf, and deteſtation, as to the partner of his 
crime; the feeling, which he had miſtaken for con- 
viction, was no more; and he ſtood aſtoniſhed and 
aghaſt, that no proof remained of his wife's inſide- 
lity, now that ſhe had ſuffered the puniſhment of 
guilt, Even when he was informed, that ſhe was 
dying, he had felt ſuddenly and unaccountably re- 
aſſured of her innocence, nor was the ſolemn af. 
ſurance ſhe made him in her laſt hour, capable of 
affording him a ſtronger conviction of her blameleſe 
conduct, _ 

In the firſt horrors of remorſe and defpair, he felt 
anclined to deliver up himſelf and the woman, who 
had plunged him 4nto this abyſs of guilt, into the 
hands of juſtice ; but, when the paroxyſm of his 
ſuffering was ever, his intention changed. Lauren» 
tini, however, he ſaw only once afterwards, and 
that was, to curſe her as the inſtigator of his crime, 
and to ſay, that he ſpared her life only on condition, 
that ſhe paſſed the reſt of her days in prayer and 
penance, Overwhelmed with diſappointment, on 
receiving contempt and abhorrence from the man, 
for whoſe ſake ſhe had not ſcrupled to ſtain her 
conſcience with human blood, and, touched with 
horror of the unavailing crime ſhe had committed, 
ſhe renounced the world, and retired to the mona- 
ſtery of St. Claire, a dreadful victim to unreſifted 

aſſion. 
a The Marquis, immediately after the death of his 
wife, quitted Chateau · le-Blanc, to which he never 
returned, and endeavoured to loſe the ſenſe of his 
crime amidſt the tumult of war, or the diſſipations 
of a capital ; Hut his efforts were vain; 'a deep de- 
jection hung over him ever after, for which his moſt 
intimate friends could not account, and he, at length, 
died, with a degree of horror nearly equal to that, 
which Laurentini had ſuffered. The ꝑphyſician, Who 
had obſerved the ſingular appearance of the unfor- 
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® tunate Marchioneſs, after death, had been bribed 


to ſilence ; and, as the ſurmiſes of a few of the 
ſervants had proceeded no further than a whiſper, 
the affair had never been inveſtigated. Whether 
this whiſper ever reached the father of the Marchi- 
oneſs, and, if it did, whether the difficulty of ob- 
taining proof deterred him from proſecuting the 
Marquis de Villeroi, is uncertain ; but her death 
was deeply lamented by ſome part of her family, 
and particularly by her brother, M. St. Aubert; 
for that was the degree of relationſhip, which had 
exiſted between Emily's father and the Marchi- 
oneſs; and there is no doubt, that he ſuſpected the 
manner of her death. Many letters paſſed between 
the Marquis and him, ſoon after the deceaſe of his 
beloved ſiſter, the ſubject of which was not known, 
but there is reaſon to believe, that they related to 
the cauſe of her death; and theſe were the papers, 
together with ſome letters of the Marchionels, who 
had confided to her brother the occaſion of her un- 
happineſs, which St. Aubert had ſo ſolemnly en- 
joined his daughter to deſtroy : and anxiety for her 
peace had probably made him forbid her to enquire 
into the melancholy ſtory, to which they alluded. 
Such, indeed, had been his afflition, on the pre- 
mature death of his favourite ſiſter, whoſe unhapp 

marriage had from the firſt excited his tendere 


Pity, that he never could hear her named, or men- 


tion her himſelf after her death, except to Madame 
St. Aubert. From Emily, whoſe ſenſibility he 
feared to awaken, he had ſo carefully concealed her 
2 and name, that ſhe was ignorant, till now, 
that ſhe ever had ſuch a relative as the Marchioneſs 
de Villeroi; and from this motive he had enjoined 
ſilence to his only ſurviving ſiſter, Madame Che- 
ron, who had ſcrupulouſly obſerved his requeſt. 

It was over ſome of the laſt pathetic letters of the 


Marchioneſs, that St. Aubert was weeping, hen 
: | . C 


ft 5 
4 


( 397- 


he was obſerved by Emily, on the eve of her de- 
arture. from La Vallee, and it was her picture, 
which he had ſo tenderly careffed. Her diſaſtrous 
death may account for the emotion he had betrayed, 
on hearing her named by La Voiſin, and for his 
requeſt to be interred near the monument of the 
Villerois, where her remains were depoſited, but 
not thoſe of her huſband, who was buried, where 
he died, in the north of France. | | 
The confeſſor who attended St. Aubert in his 
laſt moments, recollected him to be the brother of 
the late Marchioneſs, when St. Aubert, from ten- 
derneſs to Emily, had conjured him to conceal the 
circumſtance, and to requeſt that the abbeſs, to 
whoſe care he particularly recommended her, would 
do the ſame; a requeſt, which had been exactly 
obſerved, 
Laurentini, on her arrival in France, had care- 
fully concealed her name and family, and, the bet- 
ter to diſguiſe her real hiſtory, had, on entering the 
convent, cauſed the ſtory to be circulated, which 
had impoſed on ſiſter Frances, and it is probable, 
that the abbeſs, who did not preſide in the con- 
vent, at the time of her noviciation, was alſo en- 
tirely ignorant of the truth. The deep remorſe, 
that ſeized on the mind of Laurentini, together 
with the ſufferings of diſappointed paſſion, for ſne 
{till loved the Marquis, again unſettled her intel- 
lects, and, after the firſt paroxyſms of deſpair were 
paſſed, a heavy and. filent melancholy had ſettled 
upon her ſpirits, which ſuffered few interruptions 
from fits of phrenſy, till the time of her death. 
During many years, it had been her only amuſe- 
ment to walk in the wosds near the monaſtery, in 
the ſolitary hours of night, and to play upon a fa- 
vourite inſtrument, to which ſlie ſometimes joined 
the delightful melody of her voice, in the molt ſo- 
lemn and melancholy airs of her native country, 
Vo“. III. * - modulated 
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modulated by all the energetic feeling, that dwelt in 


her heart. The phyſician, who had attended her, 
recommended it to the ſuperior to indulge her in 
this whim, as the only means of ſoothing her diſ- 
tempered fancy; and ſhe was ſuffered to walk in the 
lonely hours of night, attended by the ſervant, 
who had accompanied her from Italy ; but, as the 
indulgence tranſgreſſed againſt the rules of the con- 
vent, it was kept as ſecret as poſſible ; and thus 
the myſterious muſic of Laurentini had combined 
with other circumſtances, to produce a report, that 
not only the chateau, but its neighbourhood, was 
haunted, 

Soon after her entrance into this holy community, 


and before ſhe had Thewn any ſymptoms of inſanity 


there, ſhe made a will, in which, after bequeathing 
a conſiderable legacy to the convent, ſhe divided 
the remainder of her perſonal property, which her 
jewels made very valuable, between the wife of 
Monf. Bonnac, who was an Italian lady and her 
relation, and the neareſt ſurviving relative of the 
late Marchioneſs de Villeroi. As Emily St. Au- 
bert was not only the neareſt, but the ſole relative, 
this legacy deſcended to her, and thus explained to 
her the whole myſtery of her father's conduct. 
The reſemblance between Emily and her unſor- 
tunate aunt had frequently been obſerved by Lau- 
rentini, and had occaſioned the ſingular behaviour, 
which had formerly alarmed her; but it. was in the 
nun's dying hour, when her conſcience gave her 


perpetually the idea of the Marchioneſs, that ſhe 
became more ſenſible, than ever, of this likeneſs, 


and, in ber phrenſy, deemed it no reſemblance of 
the perſon ſhe had injured, but the original her- 


ſelf. The bold affertion, that had followed, on 


the recovery of her ſenſes, that Emily was the 
daughter of the Marchioneſs de Villeroi, - aroſe 
Fs from 
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from a ſuſpicion that ſhe was ſo; for, knowing 

that her rival, when ſhe married the Marquis, was 
attached to another lover, ſhe had ſcarcely ſcrupled 
to believe, that her honour had been ſacrificed like 
her own, to an unreſiſted paſſion. 

Of a crime, however, to which Emily had ſuſ- 
pected, from her phrenſied confeſſion of murder, 
that ſhe- had been inſtrumental in the caſtle of Udol- 
pho, Laurentini was innocent; and ſhe had herſelf 
been deceived, concerning the ſpectacle, that for- 
merly occaſioned her ſo much terror, and had fince 
compelled her, for a while, to attribute the horrors 
of the nun to a conſciouſneſs of a murder, com- 
mitted in that caſtle, 

It may be remembered, that, in a chamber of 
Udolpho, hung a black veil, whoſe ſingular ſitua- 
tion had excited Emily's curiolity, and which af- 
terwards diſcloſed an object, that had overwhelm- 
ed her with horror; for, on lifting it, there appear- 
ed, inſtead of the picture ſhe had expected, within 
a receſs of the wall, a human figure of ghaſtly pale- 
neſs, ſtretched at its length, and dreſſed in the habi- 
liments of the grave. What added to the horror 
of the ſpectacle, was, that the face appeared partly 
decayed and disfigured by worms, which were 


viſible on the features and hands. On ſuch an ob | 


ject, it will be readily believed, that no perſon 
could endure to look twice. Emily, it may be. re- 
collected, had, after the firſt glance, let the veil 
drop, and the terror had prevented her from ever 
after provoking a renewal of ſuch ſuffering, as ſhe 
had then experienced. Had ſhe dared to look 
again, her deluſion and her fears-would have va- 
niſhed together, and ſhe would have perceived, that 
the figure before her was not human, but formed 
of wax. The biitory of it is ſomewhat extraordi- 
nary, though not without example in the records 
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of that fierce ſeverity, which monkiſh ſuperſtition 


bas ſometimes inflicted on mankind. A member 
>.” of the houſe of Udolpho, having committed ſome 


offence againſt the prerogative of the church, had 
been condemned to the penance of contemplating, 
during certain hours of the day, a waxen image, 
made to reſemble a human body in the ſtate, to 
which it is reduced after death. This penance, 
ſerving as a memento of the condition at which he 
muſt himſelf arrive, had been deſigned to reprove 
the pride of the Marquis of Udolpho, which had 
formerly ſo much exaſperated that of the Romiſh 


„church; and he had not only ſuperſtitiouſſy ob- 
'*Ferved this penance himſelf, which he had believed, 


Ls 


-Fecured, bad compelled her to believe, that . 


Was to obtain a pardon for all his ſins, but had 
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made it a condition in his will, that his deſcendants 
ſhould preſerve the image, on pain of forfeiting to 
the church a certain part of his domain, that they 
alſo might profit by the humiliating moral it con- 


veyed. The figure, therefore, had been fuffered to 


retain its ſtation in the wall of the chamber, but his 
deſcendants excuſed themſelves from obſerving the 
penance, to which he had been enjoined. 

This image was fo horribly natural, that it is not 


- ſurpriſing Emily ſhould have miſtaken it for the ob- 


ject it reſembled, nor, fince ſhe had heard ſuch an 


1 account concerning the difappearing 


of the late lady of the caſtle, and had ſuch expe- 
rience of the character of Montoni, that ſhe ſhould 
have believed this to be the murdered body of the 
lady Laurentini, and that he had been the contriver. 
of her death. * 1 
The ſituation, in which ſhe had diſcovered !“ 
occaſioned her at firſt much ſurpriſe and perple 
ity z but the vigilance, with which the doors of 
chamber, where it was depoſited, were afterwe. 
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toni, not daring to confide the ſecret of her death 
to any perſon, had ſaffered her remains to deeay 
in this obſcure chamber. The ceremony of the 
veil, however, and the circumſtance of the doors . 
having been left open, even for a moment, had oec- 
caſioned her much wonder and ſome doubts ; but 
theſe were not ſufficient to overcome her ſuſpicion 
of Montoni ; and it was the dread of his terrible 
vengeance, that had ſealed her lips in filence, con- 
cerning what ſhe had ſeen in the weſt chamber. 
Emily, in diſcovering the Marchioneſs de Ville- 
roi to have been the ſiſter of Monſ. St. Aubert, was 
variouſly affected, but amidſt the ſorrow, which the 
ſuffered for her untimely death, ſhe was releaſed 
from an anxious and painful conjecture, occaſion- 
ed by the raſh aſſertion of Signora Laurentini, con- 
cerning her birth and the honour of her parents. 
Her faith in St. Aubert's principles would ſcarcely 
allow her to ſuſpect that he had acted diſhonour- 
ably; and ſhe felt ſuch reluctance to believe herſelf 
the daughter of any other, than her, whom ſhe had 
always conſidered and loved as a mother, that ſhe: 
would hardly admit ſuch a circumſtance to be pol 
fible; yet the likeneſs, which it had frequently beemm 
affirmed ſhe bore to the late Marchioneſs, the foræͤ- 
mer behaviour of Dorothée the old houſekeeper, the 
aſſertion of Laurentini, and the myſterious attach- 
ment, which St. Aubert had diſcovered; awakenael 
doubts, as to his connection with the Marchioneſs, 
which her reaſon could neither vanquiſh, orgonfirn.. - 
From theſe, however, ſhe was now reheved, and at! 
the circumſtances of her father's conduct were fully = 
explained; but her heart was oppreſſed by the me- 
lancholy cataſtrophe of her amiable relative, and 
by the awful leſſon, which the hiſtory of the | 
nun exhibited, the indulgence of whoſe R 2 
| a 1 


had been the "means of leading her: gradually to / 
the commiſſion of a crime, from the prophecy of 
which in her early years ſhe would have recoiled in 
horror, and exclaimed---that it could not be !---a 
crime, which whole years of repentance and of the 
ſevereſt penance had not been able to obliterate 

from her conſcience. ' 
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CHAP. XIV. 


— “ Then, freſh tears 
Stood on her cheek, as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather'd lily almoſt wither'd.” 

| SHAKESPEARE, 


ArrER the late diſcoveries, Emily was diſ- ' 
tinguiſhed at the chateau by the Count and his fa- | 
mily, as a relative of the houſe of Villeroi, and 
received, if poſlible, more friendly attention, than 
had yet been ſhewn her. IE. 
Count de Villefort's ſurpriſe at the delay of an 
anſwer to his letter, which had been direQed to 
Valancourt, at Eſtuviere, was mingled with ſatis- 
faction for the prudence, which had ſaved Emily 
from a ſhare of the anxiety he now ſuffered, though, 
when he ſaw her ſtil] drooping under the effect of 
his former error, all his reſolution was neceſſary to 
reſtrain him from relating the truth, that would af- 
ford her a momentary relief. The approaching nup- 
tials of the lady Blanche now divided his attention 
with this ſubject of his anxiety, for the inhabitants 
of the chateau were already buſied in preparati- 
ons for that event, and the arrival of Monſ. St. 
Foix was daily expected. In the gaiety, which ſur , 
rounded ber, Emily vainly tried to participate, NF ul 
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ſpirits being depreſſed by the late diſcoveries, 205 
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by the anxiety concerning the fate of Valancourt, 
that had been occaſioned by the deſcription of his 
manner, when he had delivered the ring. She 
ſeemed to perceive in it the gloomy wildneſs of deſ- 
pair; and, when ſhe conſidered to what that deſ- 
Pair might have urged him, her heart ſunk with 
terror and grief. The ſtate of ſuſpenſe, as to his 
ſafety, to which ſhe believed herſelf condemned, 
till ſhe ſhould return to La Vallee, appeared in- 
ſupportable, and, in ſuch moments, ſhe could not 
even ſtruggle to aſſume the compoſure, that had 
left her mind, but would often abruptly quit the 
company ſhe was with, and endeavour to ſovth her 
ſpirits in the deep ſolitudes of the woods, that over- 
browed the ſhore. Here, the faint” roaring of 
foaming waves, that beat below, and the ſullen 
murmur of the wind among the branches around, 
were circumſtances in uniſon with the temper of 
her mind ; and ſhe would fit on a cliff, or on the 
broken ſteps of her favourite watch-tower, obſery- 
ing the changing colours of the evening clouds, 
and the gloom of twilight draw over the fea, till 
the white tops of billows, riding towards the ſhore, 
could ſcarcely be diſcerned amidft the darkened wa- 
ters. The lines, engraved by Valancourt on this 
tower, ſhe frequently repeated with melancholy en- 
thuſiaſm, and then would endeavour to 3 the 
recollections and the grief they occaſioned, and to 
turn her thoughts to indifferent ſubjects. 
One evening, having wandered with her lute to 
this her favourite ſpot, ſhe entered the ruined tower, 
and aſcended a winding ſtair- caſe, that led to a ſmall 
chamber, which was leſs decayed than the reſt of the 
building, and whence ſhe had often gazed with ad- 
miration, on the wide proſpect of ſea and land, that 
extended below. The ſun was now ſetting on that 
track of the Pyrenées, which divides . 
a om 
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ſrom Rouſillon, and placing herſelf oppoſite to a 
ſmall grated window, which, like the wood-tops 
beneath, and the waves lower ſtill, gleamed with 


the red glow of the weſt, ſne touched the chords of 


her lute in ſolemn ſymphony, and then accompa- 
nied it with her voice, in one of the ſimple and af- 
fecting airs, to which, in happier days, Valancourt 


* 


TO MELANCHOLY. 


Spirit of love and forrow—hail ! 
Thy ſolemn voice from far I hear, 
Mingling with ev*ning's dying gale ! 
Hail, with this ſadly-pleaſing tear 


O! at this ſtill, this lonely hour, 
Thine own ſweet hour of clofing day, 


Awake thy lute, whoſe charmful pow'r 


Shall call up Fancy to obey : 


To paint the wild romantic dream, 
That meets the poct's muſing eye, 
As, on the bank of ſhadowy ftream, 
He breathes to her the fervid ſigh. 


O lonely ſpirit ! let thy ſong 
Lead me through all thy ſecret haunt ; 
The minſter's moonlight aiſles along, 


Where ſpectres raiſe the midnight chaunt. 


F hear their dirges faintly ſwell! 


Then, fink at once in frlence drear, 


While, from the pillar'd cloiſter's cell, 


Dimly their gliding forms appear | 


Qs 


TS 


had often liſtened in rapture, and which ſhe now 
adapted to the following lines. 
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8 Lead where the pine - woods wave on high, 
Whoſe pathleſs ſod is darkly ſeen, 

As the cold moon, with trembling cye, 
Darts her long beams the leaves between. 


Lead to the mountain's duſky head, 
Where, far below, in ſhade profound, 
Wide foreſts, plains, and hamicts ſpread, 
And ſad the chimes of veſpers ſound. 


* Or guide me, where the daſhing oar 
Juit breaks the ſtillneſs of the vale, 

As now it tracks the winding ſhore, 
To meet the ocean's diſtant ſail : 


To pebbly banks, that Neptune laves, 
With meaſur'd ſurges, loud and deep, 
Where the dark cliff bends o'er the waves, 
And wild the winds of autumn ſweep. 


There pauſe at midnight's ſyeQred hour, 
And liſt the long-reſounding gale ; 

And catch the flecting moon-light's pow'r, 
O'er foaming ſcas and diſtant ſail. 


The ſoft tranquillity of the ſcene below, where 
the evening breeze ſcarcely curled the water, or 
ſwelled the paſling fail, that caught the laſt gleam 
of the-ſun, and where, now and then, a dipping oar 
was all that diſturbed the trembling radiance, con- 
ſpired with the tender melody of her lute to lull her 
mind into a ſtate of gentle ſadneſs, and ſhe ſung 
the mournful ſongs. of paſt times, till the remem- 
brances they b were too powerful for her 
heart, the tears fell upon the lute, over which ſhe 
drooped, and her voice trembled, and was unable 
to proceed. 
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Though the ſun had now ſunk behind the mouny, 
tains, and even his reflected light was fading from 
their higheſt points, Emily did not leave the watch- 
tower, but continued to indulge her melancholy re- 
verie, till a footſtep, at a little diſtance, ſtartled her, 
and, on looking through the grate, ſhe obſerved a 
perſon walking below, whom, however, ſoon per- 
ceiving to be Monſ. Bonnac, ſhe returned to the 
quiet thoughtfulneſs his ſtep had interrupted, - Af- 
ter ſome time, ſhe again ſtruck her lute, and ſun 
her favourite air; but again a ſtep diſturbed he 
and, as ſhe pauſed to liſten, ſhe heard it aſcending 
the ſtair-caſe of the tower. The gloom of the hour, 
perhaps, made her ſenſible to ſome degree of fear, 
which ſhe might not otherwiſe have felt ; for, only a 
few minutes before, ſhe had ſeen Monſ. Bonnac paſs. 
The ſteps were quick and bounding, and, in the 
next moment, the doox of the chamber opened, and 
a perſon entered, whoſe features were veiled in the 
obſcurity of twilight; but his voice could not be 
concealed, for it was the voice of Valancourt.! At 
the ſound, never heard by Emily, without emotion, 
ſhe ſtarted, in terror, aſtoniſhment, and doubtful 
pleaſure, and had ſcarcely beheld him at her feet, 
when ſhe ſunk into a ſeat, overcome by the various 
emotions, that contended at her heart, and almoſt 
inſenſible to that voice, whole earneſt and trembling 
calls ſeemed as if oth? to ſave her. Valan- 
court, as he hung over Emily, deplored his own 
raſh impatience, in having thus ſurprized her: for 
when he had arrived at the chateau, too anxious to 
await the return of che Count, who, he underſtood, 

was in the grounds, he went himſelf to ſeek him, 

when, as he paſſed the tower, he was {truck by the 
ſound of Emily's voice, and immediately aſcended. 
It was a confiderable time before ſhe revived, but 
when her recollection returned, ſhe repulſed his at 
tentionsy - © 
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tentions, with an air of reſerve, and enquired, with 
as much diſpleaſure as it was poſlible ſhe could feel 
in theſe firſt moments of his appearance, the occa- 
ſion of bis viſit. / 
Ah Emily Y faid Valancourt, that air, thoſe 
words---alas ! I have, then, little to hope---when 
you Leaded to eſteem me, you ceaſed alſo to love 
me : 
Moſt true, fir, replied Emily, endeavourin 
to command her trembling voice ;z and if you had 
valued my eſteem, you would not have given me 
this new occaſion for uneaſineſs.“ | 

Valancourt's countenance changed ſuddenly from 
the anxieties of doubt to an expreſſion of ſurpriſe 
and diſmay: he was filent a moment, and then 
ſaid, * I had been taught to hope for a very different 
reception Is it, then, true, Emily, that I have 
loſt your regard, for ever? am I to believe, that, 
though your eſteem for me may return your affec- 
tion never can? Can the Count have meditated the 
cruelty, which now tortures me with a ſecond 
death 7 

The voice, in which he ſpoke this, alarmed Emily 
as much as his words ſurpriſed her, and, with 
- trembling impatience, ſhe begged that he would 
explain them. 

© Can any explanation be necefſary ? ſaid Va- 
Jangourt, do you not know how cruelly my con- 
duct has been miſrepreſented ? that the actions of 
which-you once believed me guilty (and, O Emily! 
how could you ſo degrade me in your opinion, 


\-; even for a moment !) thoſe aftions---1 hold in as 


wuch contempt and abhorrence as yourſelf? Are 
you, indeed, ignorant, that Count de Villefort has 


0. detected the flanders, that have robbed me of all I 


bald dear on eartb, and bas invited me. bither to 
„ Juicy 
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juſtify to you my former conduct? It is furely im- 
poſſible you can be uninformed of theſe circum- 
Rances, and I am again torturing myſelf with a 
falſe hope | | 
The filence of Emily confirmed this ſuppoſition z 
for the deep twilight would not allow Valancourt 
to diſtinguiſh the aſtoniſhment and doubting. joy, 
that fixed her features. For a moment, ſhe conti- 
nued unable to ſpeak; then a profound ſigh ſeemed 
to give ſome relief to her ſpirits, and ſhe laid” 
Valancourt! I was, till this moment, igno- 

rant of all the circumſtances you have mentioned z 
the emotion I now ſuffer may affure you of the 
truth of this, and, that, though I had ceaſed to 
eſteem, I had not taught myſelf entirely to forget 
ou.” 
? © This moment,* ſaid Valancourt, in a low 
voice, and leaning for ſupport againſt the window 
this moment brings with it a conviction that 
overpowers me I- -I am dear to you then-»-ſtill 
dear to you, my Emily! | : 

© Is it neceſſary that I ſhould tell you fo?? the . 
replied, * is it neceſſary, that I ſhould fay---theſe 
are the firſt moments of joy I have known ſince 
your departure, and that they repay me for alt 
thoſe of pain I have ſuffered in the interval? | 

Valancourt ſigbed deeply, and was unable to re- 
ply ; but, as he preſſed her hand to his lips, the 
tears that fell over it, ſpoke a language, - which 
could not be miſtaken, and to which words were 
inadequate. 8 

Emily, ſome what tranquillized, propoſed return- 
ing to 2 chateau, and then, for the firſt time, xe- 
collected that the Count had invited Valancourt 
thither to explain his conduct, and that no explana»* 
tion had yet Leen given. But, while ſhe acknowe 8 
1 . e lleadgeese 
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ledged this, her heart would not allow her to dwel}, 
for a moment, on the poſſibility of his unworthi- 


n neſs; his look, his voice, his manner, all ſpoke the 


noble ſincerity, which had formerly diſtinguiſhed 
him; and ſhe again permitted herſelf to indulge the 
emotions of a joy, more ſurpriſing and powerful, 
than ſhe had ever before experienced. 

Neither Emily, or Valancourt, were conſcious 
how they reached the chateau, whither they might 


have been transferred by the ſpell of a fairy, for 


any thing they could remember; and it was not, 


till they bad reached the great hall, that either of 


them recollected there were other perſons in the 
world beſides themſelves. The Count then came 
forth with ſurpriſe, and with the joyfulneſs of pure 
benevolence, to welcome Valancourt, and to entreat 
his forgiveneſs of the injuſtice he had done him ; 
ſoon 4 70 which, Monſ. Bonnac joined this happy 
group, in which he and Valancourt were mutually 
rejoiced to meet. 

When the firſt congratulations were over, and 


the general joy became ſomewhat more tranquil, 


the Count withdrew with Valancourt to the library, 
where a long converſation paſſed between them, in 
which the latter ſo clearly juſtified himſelf of the 
criminal parts of the conduct, imputed to him, and 
fo candidly confeſſed and fo feelingly lamented the 
follies which he: had committed, that the Count 
was confirmed in the belief of all he had hoped ; 
and, while he perceived ſo many noble- virtues in 
Valancourt, and that experience had taught him to 


| deteſt the follies, which before he had only not ad- 


mired, he did not ſcruple to believe, that he would 
paſs through life with the dignity of a wiſe and 
good man, or to entruſt to his care the future hap- 

ineſs of Emily St. Aubert, for whom he felt the 
olicitude of a parent, Of this he ſoon 1 
os her, 


* 
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her, in a ſhort converſation, when Valancouxt had 
left him. While Emily liſtened to a relation of 
the ſervices that Valancourt had rendered Monſ. 
Bonnac, her eyes overflowed with tears of pleaſure, 
and the further converſation of Count De Villefort 
perfectly diſſipated every doubt, as to the paſt and 
future conduct of him, to whom ſhe now reſtored, 
without fear, the eſteem and affection, with which 
ſhe had formerly received bim. 

When they returned to the ſupper-room, the 
Counteſs and Lady Blanche met Valancourt with 
ſincere congratulations; and Blanche, indeed, was 
ſo much rejoiced to ſee Emily returned to happineſs, 
as to forget, for a while, that Monſ. St. Foix was 
not yet arrived at the chateav, though he had been 
expected for ſome hours; but her generous ſympa- 
thy was, ſoon after, rewarded by his appearance. 
He was now perfectly recovered from the wounds 
received, during his perilous adventure among the 
Pyrenees, the mention of which ſerved to heighten 
to the parties, who had been 1avolved in it, the 
fenſe of their preſent happineſs. New congratula- 
tions paſſed between them, and round the ſupper- 
table appeared a group of faces, ſmiling with felt 
City, but with a felicity, which had in each a diffe- 
rent character. The ſmile of Blanche was frank 
and gay, that of Emily tender and penſive; Va- 
lancourt's was rapturous, tender and gay alternately; 
Monf. St. Foix's was joyous, and that of the 
Count, as he looked on the ſurrounding party, ex- 
preſſed the tempered complacency of W 
while the features of the Counteſs, Henri, and 
Monſ. Bonnac, diſcovered fainter traces of anima- 
tion. Poor Monſ, Du Pont did not, by his pre- 
tence, throw a ſhade of regret over the company; 
for, when he had diſcovered, that Valanconrt was 
not unworthy of the eſteem of Emily, he deter- 


mined 


„ 


or - - 

"a 6. cf 1 

25 | x — 
* W 


© 4 4 
by 4 
bx 


( 352 ) 


mined ſeriouſly to endeavour at the conqueſt of his 
own hopeleſs affection, and had immediately with- 
drawn from theChateau-le-Blanc—a conduct, which - 
Emily now underſtood, and rewarded with her ad- 
miration and pity. | 

The Count and his gueſts continued together till 
a late hour, yielding to the delights of ſocial gaiety, 
and to the ſweets of friendſhip. When Annette 
heard of the arrival of Valancourt, Ludovico had 
ſome difficulty to prevent her going into the ſupper- 
room, to expreſs her joy, for ſhe declared, that ſhe 
had never been fo rejoiced at any accident as this 
fince ſhe had found Ludovico himſelf. 


CHAP. 
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CHAP, XXV. 


% Now my taſk is ſmoothly done, 

I canfly, or I can run 

Quickly to the green earth's end, 
Where the bow'd welkin low doth bend, 
And, from thence, can ſoar as ſoon 

To the corners of the moon, 


MiLToxz 


Tu E marriages of the Lady Blanche and Emi- 
ly St. Aubert were celebrated, on the ſame day, 
and with the ancient baronial magnificence, at 
Chateau- le-Blanc. The feaſts were held in the 
great hall of the caſtle, which, on this occaſion, was 
hung with ſuperb new tapeſtry, repreſenting the 
exploits of Charlemagne and his twelve peers 
here, were ſeen the Saracens, with their horrible 
viſors, advancing to battle; and there, were diſ- 

played the wild ſolemnities of incantation, and the 
necromantic feats, exhibited by the magician Far/ 
before the Emperor. The ſumptuous banners of 
the family of Villeroi, which had long ſlept in duſt, 
were once more unfurled, to wave over the gothic 
points of painted caſements ; and muſic echoed, in 


many 
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many a lingering cloſe, through every winding gal- 

lery and colonnade of that vaſt edifice. 
As Annette looked down from the corridor upon 
the hall, whoſe arches and windows were illumi- 
nated with brilliant feſtoons of lamps, and gazed on 
the ſplendid dreſſes of the dancers, the coſtly liveries 
of the attendants, the canopies of purple velvet and 
gold, and liſtened to the gay ſtrains that floated 
along the vaulted roof, ſhe almoſt fancied herſelf in 
an.enchanted palace, and declared, that ſhe had not 
met with any place, which charmed her ſo much 
ſince ſhe read the fairy tales; nay, that the fairies 
themſelves, at their nightly revels in this old hall 
could diſplay nothing finer ; while old Dorothee, 
as ſhe ſurveyed the ſcene, ſighed, and ſaid, the caſtle 
looked as it was wont to do in the time of her 
youth. 

After gracing the feſtivities of Chateau-le-Blanc, 
for ſome days, Valancourt and Emily took leave of 
their kind friends, and returned to La Vallee, where 
the faithful Thereſa received them with unfeigned 
Joy, and the pleafant ſhades welcomed them with 
a thouſand tender and affecting remembrances ; 
and, while they wandered together over the ſcenes, 
ſo long inhabited by the late Monſ. and Madame 
St. Aubert, and Emily pointed out, with penſive af- 
fection, their favourite haunts, her preſent happi- 
neſs was heightened, by conſidering, that it would 
have been worthy of their approbation, could they 
have witneſſed it. 

Valancourt led her to the plane-tree on the ter- 
race, where he had firſt ventured to declare his 
love, and where now the remembrance of the 
anxiety he had then ſuffered, and the retroſpect of 


All the dangers and misfortunes they had each en- 


countered, ſince laſt they fat together beneath its 
broad branches, exalted the ſenſe of their De 3 
3 3 elicity, 
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felicity, which, on this ſpot, ſacred to the memor 
of St. Aubert, they ſolemnly vowed to deſerve, as 
far as poſlible, by endeavouring to imitate his bene- 
volence,---by remembering, that ſuperior attainments 
of every ſort bring with them duties of ſuperior 
exertion, —and by affording to their fellow-beings, 
together with that portion of ordinary. comforts, 
which proſperity always owes to misfortune, the 
example of lives paſſed in happy thankfulneſs to 
God, and, therefore, in careful tenderneſs to his 
creatures. | 
Soon after their return to La Vallee, the brother 
of Valancouxt eame to congratulate him on his mar- 
riage, and to pay his reſpects to Emily, with whom 
he was ſo much pleaſed, as well as with the proſ- 


pect of rational happineſs, which theſe nuptials 


offered to Valancourt, that he immediately reſigned 
to him a part of the rich domain, the whole of 
which, as he had no family, would of courſe de- 
ſcend to his brother, on his deceaſe. 


The eſtates, at Tholouſe, were diſpoſed of, and 


Emily purchaſed of Monſ. Queſnel the ancient do- 
main of her late father, where, having given An- 
nette a marriage portion, ſhe ſettled her as the 
houſe-keeper, and Ludovico as the ſteward ; but, 


ſince both Valancourt and herſelf preferred the plea-* 


{ant and long-loved ſhades of La Vallée to the mag- 
nificence of Epourville, they continued to reſide 
there, paſſing, however, a few months in the year 
at the birth-place of St. Aubert, in tender r fl 

to his memory. x 


by Signora Laurentini, ſhe begged Valancourt 


pet 
The legacy, which had been bequeathed to Emily. : 2 


would allow her to reſign to Monſ. Bonnac; and 2 


Valancourt, when ſhe made the requeſt, felt all the 
value of the compliment it conveyed. The-caltle 


of Udolpho, alſo, deſcended to the wife of Nong 
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Bonnac, 
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Botinae, who was the neareſt ſutviving relation of 
the houſe of that name, and thus affluence reſtored 
his long - oppreſſed ſpirits to peace, and his family 
to comfort. 

O! how joyful it is to tell of happineſs, ſuch as 
that of Valancourt and Emily; to relate, that, 
aſter ſuffering under the oppreſſion of the vicious 
and the. diſdain of the weak, they were at length, 
reſtored to each other to the beloved landſcapes 
of their native chuntry to the ſecureſt felicity of 
this life, that of aſpiring to moral and labouring 
for intellectual improvement—to the pleaſures of 

1 enlightened ſociety, and to the exercic.. of the be- 
t nevolence, which had always animated their hearts; 
* while the bowers of La Vallée became once more, 
the retreat of goodneſs, wiſdom and domeſtic bleſ- 
ſedneſs 

O! uſeful may it be to have ſhewn, that, though - 
1 the vicious can ſometimes pour affliction upon the 
[4 good, their power is tranſient and their puniſhment 
. certain; and that innocence, though oppreſſed by 
injuſtice, ſhall, ſupported by patience, finally tri- 
be.) umph over misfortune! =” 
And, if the weak hand, that has recorded this 
tale, has, by its ſcenes, beguiled the-mourner of one 
=. * hour of ſorrow, or by its moral, taught him to ſuſ- 

ttsãin it—the effort, however humble, has not been 
vain, nor is the writer unrewarded, 
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